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Class Mail Matter. 
Copyright, 1906, by Lire Pustisuine Co. 


Williams *Stick’| 








To the college man, athlete and to every man ff who is much “out of doors,” Williams | 
Shaving Stick is indispensable. The soothing influences of its creamy, emollient 
lather prevent roughness, chapping or other irritation when the face is exposed to the! 
burning sun or biting wind. The heavier the beard or the more tender the skin, the more 
he needs Williams’ Shaving Soap to keep his face in a healthful condition, 





Williams’ Shaving Stick and Shaving Cakes sold everywhere. Send 4 cents in stamps for Williams 
Shaving Stick or a cake of Williams’ Luxury Shaving Soap, trial size. (Enough for 50 shaves.) 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY 


Derr. A, GLASTONBURY, CONN, London Paris Berlin Sydney 


“The only kind that won't smart or dry on the face" 
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With Oysters 
With Soup 
With Salad 
With Cheese 











CHATLAND & 


“The Cracker with Brownsville on it” 


\Br ownsville Water Crackers 


HE old-fashioned brick oven 
is still good enough for 
baking Brownsville Water 


Crackers. Modern ways are 


quicker and chea per, but the old 
method, the old aa and the old 
idea that a cracker to be whole- 
some must be made of pure 
ingredients are still in vogue in 
Brownsville. The result is a 
cracker that has been good for 
sixty years, a cracker that has 
become famous for its flavor and 
its freshness, a cracker neither too 
soft to “snap. nor too hard to 


bite. The Brownsville 1s the best 


cracker for every cracker purpose. 


If you cannot buy these crackers of any grocer 
that you can reach easily, we will send ten pounds 
for $1.50, or two pounds for 50c., express paid 


BROWNSVILLE, PA. 


BY SPECIAL WARRANT PURVEYORS TO 





SOLD BY 


S.S. Pierce Co., Boston 

Park & Tilford, New York 

The Joseph R. Peebles’ Sons Co., Cincinnati 
John A. Renshaw Co., Pittsburg, Pa. 
Finley Acker Co., Philadelphia 

C. Jevne & Co., Chicago 

Goldberg, Bowen & Co., San Francisco 
Michie & Co., Ltd., Toronto, Can. 






LENHART 





Pennsylvania R. R. Dining Car Service Hotel Knickerbocker The Bellevue-Stratford, Philadelphia 
The Waldorf. Astoria 


’ The Cafe des Beaux-Arts The Hotel Havlin, Cincinnati 
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EVERAL snails after wlio: the generous 
appreciation of William Morris, which ap- 
pears in his book entitled “‘Some Reminiscences,” 
William Rossetti found it was his own marriage 
with the daughter of Ford Madox Brown to 
which Morris referred in the following note: 

Do you know I have got to go to a wedding next 
Tuesday, and it enrages me to think that I lack 
courage to say: “1 don’t care for either of you, and 
you neither of you care for me, and I don’t waste a 
day out of my pre¢ ious life in grinning a company 
grin at you two.” 

Mr. Rossetti’s reminiscences also include the 
following anecdote of Tennyson: ‘‘The witness 
was Allingham, to whom the incident happened. 
He was at breakfast at the house of the poet 
laureate, who, in a rather feeble moment of 
facetiousness, asked: ‘Will you have a hegg?’ 
‘Yes, thank you,’ replied Allingham, who had 
scarcely appropriated the proffered viand, when 
Tennyson added, ‘I suppose you understand that 
I was only joking when I said hegg?’ ”—Buf- 
jalo Commercial. 


WELL-KNOWN man of letters was telling 
stories at a literary club in Boston one night, 
according to the current Harper's Weekly, when 
he was reminded of an encounter between a 
Bostonian, professing a love of art for art’s sake, 
and F. Marion Crawford, the novelist. 
In a slightly patronizing manner the Boston 
man asked: 


‘“‘Have you ever aspired to write anything, Mr. 
Crawford, that oi live after you are gone?” 

“My dear sir,” replied Crawford, with a broad 
smile, ‘“‘my principal effort just now is to write 
something that will enable me to live while I am 
here.” 


CCORDING to the Sun, there has been 

published a list of English words which have 
been adopted by the French and completely 
naturalized. Many refer to sports and sporting, 
and in this group of words adopted from the 
English into French are turf, trotting, Tatter- 
sall’s, racer, maiden, milord, carriage and gentle- 
man rider. Other words are: 

Gin, punch, grog, lightweight, lawn tennis, Irish 
stew, home, handicap, ale (biére blonde et legéré), 
“all right,’’ cocktail (which the French papers define 
as American, not English), bridge and bridge whist, 
bullfinch, block system, ballast, blackleg, event, 
dining-car, destroyer, drag (mail coach), dandy, 
covert coat, commodore, full hand (poker), flyer, 
featherweight, five o’clock, fashion, hunter, jockey 
club, keepsake, knickerbockers, lunch, macadam, 
mutton chop, outlaw, outrider, paddock, pedigree, 
pickles, porter, pudding, quick beginner, racehorse, 
raglan (overcoat), rocking-chair, roast beef, sand- 
wich, self-made man, shocking, sleeping-car, snob, 
team, tipster, toast, topweight, tramway, trolley, 
turk, tunnel, tub, walkover, wharf, waterproof and 
whisky. 

Some of the English words adopted into the 
French language come by the way of the United 
States, and one of these is the word ‘“‘bluff,” of 
which in Paris this original description is given: 


An English word to which Americans have given 





a particular meaning. It is used in the American 
game of poker to designate the position of a player 
who seeks to discourage the continuance in the 
game of his adversaries and to induce them to dis- 
regard the chance to recoup their losses or to add 
to their winnings by “raising.” 

The French explanation of the origin of the 
word “‘lynch” is as follows: 

An American custom called after Colonel Lynch, 
who authorized a crowd to seize a criminal and to 
try and execute him on the spot. 

A French verb has been formed from lynch, 
the verb lyncher, i.e., to execute without the 
forms or authority of law. This word has scarcely 
been adopted in French, but golf, grouse, garden 
party and gentleman have been. 


OPULARITY doesn’t seem to follow any 
rule, says the New York Times. It is like a 
freak of nature. A book may popular for 
many different reasons. Most often, perhaps, it is 
because it is a love romance that produces a thrill, 
orit is a tale of adventure that is intensely exciting, 
or it is a story that depicts life absolutely, humanly 
and truly. Sometimes, however, the fact that a 
book has the popular element in it is not dis- 
covered at once. Not one copy of the first edition 
of FitzGerald’s translation of ‘‘The Rubaiyat” 
was sold. On the other hand, books by favorite 
authors like Marion Crawford, Mrs. Humphry 
Ward and Winston Churchill are ‘ popular” 
before they are written. They are so sure to have 
the real vital element in them that makes them 
liked that there is an assured sale of at least 
50,000 before even the first edition is printed. 

















and holiday gifts. 


**Blue Book’’ catalog. 


Bronze Electric Portable Lamps 
with Coppered Glass Shades 


MAGNIFICENT assortment of these new and unique 
lamps, each a distinct creation in itself. Quaint and artistic 
shapes abound, with shades of exquisite colorings and designs. 
There are small lamps suitable for the hall or library table and 
larger and more elaborate ones for the reception room. 
@ These lamps are all made from our own exclusive designs, 
which are not duplicated and will not be found elsewhere. 
@ it is safe to say no more beautiful novelties have ever been 
offered for sale. We especially recommend them for wedding 


Range of Prices 
Complete, including Shades and Electric Fittings 
$24.00 to $350.00 


and Upwards 


We offer also for the holiday trade a most complete assortment of choice novelties and 
standard articles in Diamond and Gold Jewelry, Sterling Silver and High Grade Silver 
Plated Ware, Watches (the best makes Swiss and American), Libbey Cut Glass, Leather 
Goods, Canes, Umbrellas and Art Stationery. Unexcelled facilities for engraving Wedding 


Invitations and Announcements, as well! as all social and business forms. 


REED & BARTON CO. 


Fifth Avenue, cor. 32d Street 


Write for our 
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177. By F. Albett. 
Iris Theme. 22 inches in 


height: $25.00 





Vase or lamp _ base; 





Daring 


252. By H. M. G. Garden. 


slight 


tracery; 12 inches high: $8.00 


336. By F. Albert. For white 
daisies or golden-rod. 8 inches 


in height: $4.00 





G,500. By William D. Gates. 
Mission Loving Cup or lamp 


base. Of height 9 
$10.00 


inches: 


265. By Max Dunning. For 
Mission interior. 12 inches 


high: $12.00 


283. By F. Albert. Pom- 269. By W.B. Mundie. Of 271. By W. B. Mundie. 
peian; 9 inches high: $5.00 height 11 inches: $8.00 Diameter, 10 inches: $10.00 


TECO POTTERY 


is the most serious contribution that America has yet made to the 
eternal art of the world. 


GY 


297. ByN. Forester. Hel- 
lenic vase; a favorite. 5 inches 


in height: $6.00 





“Tt is the clearest note yet sounded by this commercial hemisphere 
in the symphony of universal beauty. 


<< Tt is the most vigorous, and will prove to be one of the most reverberating, of the syl- 
lables in which America has sought to give utterance to her immature national zstheticism. 


«<Teco is really the harmonic and intelligible voice of America at her best—a divine 
melody of curve and color. 


««We are privileged among many generations; we have been at the birth of a new 
and everlasting classic.’’ 

Tuus Writes A Teco ENTHUSIAST. 
COLOR: 
Teco GREEN is a tone not easily classified by colorists, and is far too elusive for description. Cool, peaceful, healthful, 
it is a happy and unobtrusive color to live with. 
TEXTURE: 
The surface of TEco is equally difficult to indicate in words. 
It is itself. 
DESIGNS: . 
The TEco contours, so famous for purity of line, are not the work of dependent artisans nor of employed designers. ized. 
The great things in art are never done for money, and many of the finest of the Teco conceptions have slipped from $5.00 


some celebrated pencil almost by accident, it seemed. New shapes are constantly being added and each piece bears 


its designer’s name. 
TECO is the Gift among Gifts 
134. By F. Albert. Lilies in 


in every case where inherent beauty and merit may expect to receive intelligent appreciation. 
Purchase Teco in your own city if possible. Personal examination will be an added pleasure and immediate possession 

low relief. 13 inches in height: 
$8.00 


may be desirable. TECco is sold in 


New York City: Burns-Mills Co., 36 E. Twenty-first St. 
Philadelphia: J. E. Caldwell & Co., 902 Chestnut St. 

355 By W.D. Gates. For 287. By W. B. Mundie. 
the Master’s cigars. 4 inches Vase or lamp base. 7 in. 


Washington, D. C.,: Dulin & Martin Co., 1215 F St. 
high: $4.00 high: $5.00; 13 in., $20.00 


250. By William D. Gates. 


Lamp base; simplicity ideal- 
Of height 10 inches: 





It has no gloss, is not rough, nor yet solidly smooth. 
o 


St. Petersburg, Russia: Alexandre Nevsky, No. 11. 

Chicago: Marshall Field & Co. 

Brooktyn: Abraham & Straus. 

San Francisco: Shreve & Co. 

Denver: Daniels & Fisher. 

Newport: Herman’s Jewelry Store, Thames St. 

St. Louis: Scruggs, Vandevoort & Barney. 

Baltimore: The Gijts Shop, Walbert Hotel. 

Cleveland: C. A. Selzer, Euclid Ave. and Erie St. 

Seattle: C. W. Parker & Co., 714 First Ave. 

Omaha: H. P. Whitmore, 1517 Dodge St. 

Mobile: Julius Goldstein, 5 So. Royal St. 

Nashville: K. P. Wright, Belmont Place. 

Quebec: Quebec News Co., 27 Buade St. 

Hamburg, Germany: M. Herz, Neuerwall, 5. 

And by the best store in each of about 500 other cities. 

TEco may also be ordered by mail, to be shipped direct from the Potteries 

The new TECO PORTFOLIO, de luxe, very simple yet very costly, and showing nearly one 
hundred pieces, will be forwarded upon proper application to 


The GATES POTTERIES, 645 Chamber of Commerce, : Chicago. 


WHY NOT MAKE IT 


Pittsburgh: Hamilton & Clark Co., 416 Penn Ave. 
Buffalo: George W. Benson, 656 Main St. 

Cincinnati: Hamilton & Clark Co., 126 Fourth St. 

St. Paul: Wm. A. French Co., Sixth and Cedar Sts. 
Minneapolis: John W. Thomas & Co., 500 Nicollet St. 
Los Angeles: Barker Bros., 420 S. Spring St. 

New Orleans: John Gauches Sons, 827 Canal St. 
Louisville: The Arts and Crafts Co., 658 Fourth Ave. 
Atlanta: Davis & Freeman, 47 Whitehall St. 
Indianapolis: Arts and Crajts Society, 21 E. Ohio St. 
Montreal: Paul Beau & Co., St. Catherine St. 

Berlin, Germany: Friedman & Weber, Koniggratzer 
Sirasse, 9. 























348. By F. Albert. Punch Bowl; unusually ornate Teco 
piece. Heavy white glaze within; diam. 14 in.: $20.00 



































q™ are offering an extensive line 
of pierced silver holders for con- 
diments, table delicacies, liqueurs and 
mineral waters, among which may be 
mentioned: holders for champagne, 
whiskey, soda and ginger ale; high 
ball and whiskey glasses, cheese 
holders, marmalade holders, . jelly 
holders, catsup, Worcestershire and 
Tabasco holders, etc. 


etc add greatly to the appear- 
ance of the table, besides permit- 
ting the use of the goods in their 
original packages which are entirely 
concealed in the richly designed outer 
receptacle. 


Meriden Company 


Silversmiths 


INTERNATIONAL SILVER COMPANY, SUCCESSOR 


218 FIFTH AVE., COR. 26TH ST. 
(MADISON SQUARE) NEW YORK 


ENTRANCE ALSO ON 26TH ST., NEAR B’DWAY 



































THE RACONTEUR 


SEE THE OLD STUFF. IS IT REALLY OLD? OH, YES, CENTURIES. HAS IT BEEN 
OLD LONG? EVER SINCE LAST WEEK. MERCY! HOW TIME FLIES. WHO IS THE 
MAN WITH THE SMILE? OH, HE IS A RACONTEUR. WHAT IS THAT? THAT IS 
FRENCH FOR DEALER IN ANTIQUES. HUSH! WHAT WAS THAT NOISE IN THE BACK 
ROOM? THAT WAS THE RACONTEUR’S ASSISTANT SHOOTING WORM-HOLES INTO A 
RENAISSANCE CABINET. WHY? BECAUSE THE RENAISSANCE PEOPLE FORGOT TO 
DO IT THEMSELVES. SOME OF THE STUFF SEEMS UGLY. TUT, TUT! HOW CAN IT 
BE? IT IS OLD, 


The Cold Shoulder 


At A reception in Washington some time ago one of the guests, a man 
with a poor memory for faces and, in addition, a little near-sighted 

took the host aside and spoke to him in a confidential whisper. 

“You see that tall man standing by the door?” he asked. 

“Yes.” 

‘Well, I was talking to him awhile ago about the terribly cold weather in 
Nebraska last year, and he yawned in my face.” 

The host smiled. ‘‘Don’t you know who he is?” asked he. 

i No.”’ 

“‘That’s Lieutenant Peary, the Arctic explorer.” —Harper’s Weekly. 


“T WANT you to lose no opportunity in getting my arguments to the 
public,” said the candidate. 
‘All right,’ answered the worker. ‘“‘Which kind of arguments do you 
want me to handle, campaign book or pocketbook ?”—Washington Star. 


Smart 
“S\7OUNG man, there are two questions in life : ‘Will it pay ?’ and ‘Is it 
right?’ Which shall you choose ?” 
“Both. I'll use the first up to fifty, and then I can probably afford to 
adopt the second.” —Lowisville Courier-Journal. 


D* WOLF HOPPER was calling down a speaking-tube to the janitor of 
his apartment in New York. Mr. Hopper, unable to get the informa- 
tion he desired, finally blurted out, “Say, is there a blithering idiot at the 
end of this tube?” The reply came back with startling rapidity, ‘‘ Not at 
this end, sir.” —Argonaut. 


Faithful Terrier’s Vigil 


5 be E story of a faithful dog was told at the inquest at Buxton yesterday on 
Miss Mary Louisa Darnton, a woman of means, who lived practically 
the life of a recluse. 

When the police entered the room, where she was found lying dead, an 
emaciated Yorkshire terrier which must have been starving for a week 
barked furiously at them and tried to prevent them from touching the body. 
Two wealthy women applied for leave, which was granted, to keep the dog. 
—London Daily Mail. 


































the 


‘ou 


; it 


r of 
na- 
the 
t at 


yon 
ally 


, an 
eek 
ody. 


dog. 


“Bere 








Furntture—€&§ Furniture. 


There is a kind of furniture that holds one 
off—at arms’ length, so-to speak—furniture 
that never unbends, never meets one half way, nor ever 
seems quite to sanction such approach on the part of 
friendly humans. 

There is other furniture, that, while it never could be 
called forward, is friendly. It offers comfort and invites 
confidence. It can be delightful without loss of dignity. 
One may come to be almost chummy with such furni- 
ture, if his intentions are honest. 

In these latter qualities lies the charm of Colonial fur- 
niture. Every piece of it has what in people is called 
breeding, which is the quality of being gracious even if 
one doesn’t have to. 

We make a specialty of Colonial furniture and decora- 
tion, and have done so for so many years that we may 
fairly claim authority in matters Colonial. Our knowl- 
edge, experience and facilities are at your disposal. 


WK. Cowan &§ Company 


Manufacturers Importers Retailers 
Furniture Decoration Art Odjects 


Retail Store and **«The Cowan Galleries’’ 
203-207 Michigan Boulevard 
Chicago 
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HOICE HOLIDAY GIFTS. «Excellent,’’ says John S. 
Sargent. ‘‘I could not wish bettered,’’ says Edwin A. Abbey. 
Our beautifully illustrated catalogue has many a time settled that 
troublesome question, ‘*What shall I give?’’ With our catalogue 
to select from, you are prepared for Christmas, New Year’s, Birth- 
days and Weddings. At Art Stores, or sent on approval, Soc. 
to $20. Full Iktusrrarep CataLocue sent upon receipt of 25c. 
(stamps ), which charge may be deducted from a purchase of the 
Prints themselves. Above ‘**Song of Ages’”’ copyright 1903 by 


Curtis & Cameron, 22 Pierce Bldg., Opp. Pub. Library, Boston, Filass. 
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When you drink—drink 


ame 


s 
Spring Water 
Bottled at the spring just as it bubbles from 
the bosom of Mother Earth. 

Those who know the virtues of this abso- 
lutely pure spring water will always drink 
Hiawatha. Those who don’t—should. 

Hiawatha Spring Co. 

Sold by leading hotels, cafes, restaurants, grocers 

and druggists. The booklet, “‘It’s What's Inside, 


gives many pleasing recipes for serving Hiawatha 
in the home. Itis sent free on request. 


Distributors, Minneapolis 
Chicago St. Paul 














New York Duluth 
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All the Music, Any Tune 


Everybody loves piano music, yet not one home 
in a thousand has a talented musician. A home 
without talent need not be a home without music. 


THE REGINAPIANO 


makes it possible for every home to have piano music and every member of the family to play. 
It combines in the space of an upright piano all of the excellencies of a high grade piano with 
all the opportunities of a. perfect player. Let the Reginapiano be your Christmas present to 
your own home. It will bring back the Christmas atmosphere every day for a lifetime. 

The Reginapiano is a piano for musicians and a player for the rest of mankind, 
perfect in either capacity. 

Illustrated booklet sent free on request Send five two-cent stamps to Rahway for 1907 art calendar 


THE 


New York Salesrooms 
Broadway and 17th St. 


MAIN OFFICE AND FACTORY, RAHWAY, N. J. 


Chicago Office 
259 Wabash Ave. 








New England Headquarters, 95 Summer Street, Boston 
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The Ladies’ Political Club 


(With Parentheses) 
“C' ME, ladies, come to order, please! 
This is a hot campaign; 
To purify our politics 
We women should be fain. 
We have a part—a noble part— 
In this campaign to do” 
(“Good gracious, how that woman talks! 
How soon will she be through ?’’) 





“Our husbands, brothers, fathers, sons, 

Need all our help to win; 

Then let us in all ways we can 
Into the work pitch in; 

The public welfare is at stake, 
No labor we must shirk’’ 

(‘Cook gone again? They always leave 
When there is most of work.’’) 





“Our petty interests we must put 

Unselfishly aside, 

And drag into the light of day 
The thousand ills that hide 

Beneath the cloak of greed and graft 
The public good that rob”’ 

(«My husband says I’ve got to quit, 
Or he will lose his job.’’) 





“*We’ll put our shoulders to the wheel 

And send a steadfast aid, 

Until this town of pure homes 
And honest men is made. 

To-morrow we’ll get down to work””——— 
But all her voice did drown 

In one shout: “No! it’s bargain day, 
And everything’s marked down!” 

—Baltimore American. 


“Booking” the Senator 


ENATOR W. A. CLARK detests nothing 
more than to be interrupted when busy. 
One day he was in his office engaged in a business 
conversation when a petite woman, carrying a 
black bag, entered. With a compelling smile 
and an insinuating manner she approached the 
surly millionaire. Utterly insensible to his 
repellant mood and indifferent to his abrupt 
manner she drew from the depths of a bag a 
handsomely bound volume, the merits and beauty 
of which she began eloquently to descant upon. 
Failing to embarrass her with arctic frigidity 
and impatient at her persistency under rebuffs 
all but vulgar, he turned suddenly upon the 
chattering woman and asked: 

“Madam, do you know what my time is 
worth ?” 

She confessed it was a conundrum. 

“‘Well,” he said, petulantly, ‘‘it’s worth $30 an 
hour!” 

He turned away with the air of one who had 
settled the matter definitely beyond any further 
controversy. But he didn’t know the woman. 

“Oh, I’m so grateful to you, Mr. Clark,” she 
replied, with a tone of pathos in her voice. 
“Thirty dollars an hour, did you say?” 

“Yes; that’s what I said, and it’s cheap at 
that,” and he smiled cynically. 

‘Oh, I know it’s dirt cheap,” she chirped with 
winsome blitheness. “I am so glad you told me” — 
rummaging in her reticule, from which she 


quickly flashed out a purse gorged with currency. 





Moving near to the astonished millionaire, who 
now regarded her movements with unfeigned 
curiosity, she counted two bills, a ten and a five, 
off the roll. These she pushed along the top of 


the sloping desk toward him and said: “Yes, 


I’m glad you told me, because I hadn’t expected 
to get it so cheap. There is $15. Now, I want a 
half hour of your uninterrupted attention while 
I talk to you about this. book.” 

Clark pushed the money back and subscribed 
and paid for two copies of the book.—Pitisburg 
Dispatch. 


Home Rule for Ireland 


ANTED—Two worlds—one for men, the 
other for women. The sexes thrive in alto- 
gether different circumstances. It is necessary 
for man to have peace, quiet, regular habits and 
work; for woman, to have excitement, noise, 
change and no “‘duties.” A Tory medical man 
proposes to solve the Irish difficulty by removing 
women to Ireland, and reserving England and 
Scotland for the men. Those men who obtain a 
permit from the authorities would be allowed to 
spend their holidays in Ireland, a circumstance 
which would soon make that country enormously 
rich, and would also soon cause to cease the con- 
tinued and increasing flow of British money to 
the Continent. Moreover, all the German bands 
and street organs—the first composed, however, 
of women musicians, and the latter ground by 
Italians of the same sex—would be transported to 
Ireland.—Truth. 
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Rookwood Pottery 


Such mastery has been shown 
in bringing about new color ef- 
fects and glazes that in addition 
to the widely-known brown 
Rookwood there is now a prac- 
tically unlimited variety of de- 
signs and decorations, each, how- 





ever, unmistakably “Rookwood.” 

A Rookwood vase brings to 
the owner the knowledge that 
there is no other like it. Com- 
posed, painted and signed by the 
artist just as a fine painting is 
The same idea zs never repeated. 


652 


Awarded the gold medal at Paris in 1889 
the highest honors at Chicago in 1893; the gold 
medal at Buffalo in 1901; the Grand Prix at Paris 
in 1900; and two grand prizes at St. Louis. 


On sale by special agents in all 4854 
large cities. Name of agent and a 3. de 





book, giving an idea of the varied 
Rookwood types with prices, will d 
be sent upon request to the Rook- muti on every 
wood Pottery, Cincinnati. was: 
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Prepaid yx. for $5.00 


Special for 
the Holidays 


5 Piece Combination 
Shaving Set 


The case being a very hand- 
some one, furnished in either 
green or red silk lining, con- 
taining one of the best make 
Full Concave English 
Steel Razors, €@ Quar= 
anteed perfect 
\ razor; one combi- 
nation Tan Strop 
214 x 24 in, long. 
BEST 
MATERIAL 
One Blue Ribbon 
Shaving Brush, 
guaranteed not to 
shed bristles, rust, crack or fall apart; one cake of the well-known Williams Shaving 
Soap; one Nickel Plated Porcelain lined Shaving Mug. 


A Combination for the Money That Can’t Be Beat 








Size of 
case 
63x9 
inches 








FREE.—Our new edition 190-Page Pocket Catalogue contains many articles which will be 
sure to interest you. Our line of Razors, Strops, Brushes, Toilet Preparations, etc., 
most complete. : 


KRAUT @ DOHNAL, 168-170 S. Clark St., Chicago, Ill. 
Importers, Jobbers and Manufacturers. Fine Cutlery and Barbers’ Supplies. 
We Grind Everything that Needs an Edge. 
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An A-B-C Bag is a 
Christmas Gift 


that adjusts cost and quality. 
It is a Christmas present that 
you can give with absolute 
certainty that it will be a gift 
among gifts. 


_It imparts its elegant indi- 
viduality eloquently in its man- 
ifest quality and artistic 


No. 1500—Genuine black walrus suit case, Workmanship. 
handstitched edges, finest satin finished lock, r e 
side straps or bolts, bestseamless ring handle, We show two timely arti- 


lined with finest quality mercerized silk, an i 

elegant set of sterling silver fittings as shown cles, selected for no special 
in illustration. Price $75.00. merit except that they are 
typical of the A-B-C line. 








Write for our free book ‘‘ Tips 


to Travelers,’’ giving description — No. 575—Genuine black walrus Eng- 


and prices of many new and novel lish oxford, handstitched frame with 
articles manufactured exclusively stitched corners, agg a oe 


by us. leather lined, three inside pockets. 


A b il & B nai h Price $25.00. 
Company 


Largest Makers of Traveling 
Equipment in the World. 


Milwaukee, Wis., U.S. A. 


Chicago Salesrooms, 46-48 Adams St. 


This mark guarantees quality and service. 
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This is a room designed by us for a Denver home 


SHpectaltsatton tn 


criod Furnishing 


BARUE ART is not a Conglomeration of Violent Con- 
trasts of colour and mixed assembling of styles, but 
yi a concentrated and HARMONIOUS COLOUR 
*4 scheme and CORRECT PERIOD FURNISHINGS, 
9) to blend in with and portray a classical interpreta- 
tion of either the French, Renaissance or Colonial 





the sentiment sought for. 

This can only be accomplished by an Artist who has been 
trained in this particular work, and whose life’s experience has 
taught him to retain nothing but what is refined and restful. 

Our mural decorations, wall fabrics, rugs and furniture are 
exact copies of historical masterpieces. 

We will take your house right from the builders—furnish and 
decorate it completely in any of these three periods mentioned. 
Whatever your fancy dictates, be it a room in the dainty Marie 
Antoinette style, the exquisite grace of the Louis XVI period, or the 
beautiful, stately Colonial—expert advice is freely yours for the 
asking. 

We invite you to call at our Galleries, or we will confer with 
you anywhere in the United States; or we shall, upon request, send 
you colour schemes with attendant samples, wall papers and 
stuffs, or colour sketches, if you will send us a rough plan of your 
room or house. Also, if you are collecting pieces of furniture, let 
us know in what you are interested, and half tone engravings will 
go forward—no obligation to purchase on your part, no impor- 
tunity on ours. 


WRITE FOR LITERATURE AND BOOKLETS 


Werbeck, Mhybrow & Crosslep Co. 


Incorporated 


Period Furnishers and Decorators 


Mauser Building, Two Ninety-Eight Fifth Avenue, corner Thirty-First Street, New York 
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Rub Out 
_ To-night the 
- Wrinkles of 
| To-day 


Each day’s cares and anx- 
{| ieties leave their lines on the 
| face. Lite lines on a slate, 
they can be allowed to re- 
main a permanent record, or 


once. Social, household or 
family duties can leave no 















telltale record upon the face 
of the woman who uses 
Pompeian Massage Cream. A few minutes each night 
| massaging the face and neck with Pompeian Cream will ! 
| prevent wrinkles and ‘*crow’s-feet’’ from getting a foothold, or © | 
remove them if already there. 


POMPEIAN 
MASSAGE CREAM 


substitutes curves for angles, firm flesh for flabbiness and double | 

| chins, and fullness for hollows. By keeping the skin in perfect 
health, it makes a natural, clear complexion, fine-grained, rosy- 
tinted and smooth as satin. It is a cleanser—not a cosmetic. It 
opens the pores of the skin—does not clog them. It even makes 
the use of face powders unnecessary, as it removes all shine. 


Book and Free Sample to Test 


Simply fill in and mail us the coupon, and we will send you a large 
sample, together with our illustrated book on Facial Masgage, an 
invaluable guide for the proper care of the skin. 


| they can be removed at 
| 








Suggest to your brother or husband that he try Pompeian 
Massage Cream after shaving ; by cleansing the pores of 
soap it allays irritation and does away with soreness. All 
leading barbers will massage with Pompeian Massage 
Cream — accept no substitutes. 


We prefer you to buy of your dealer when- 

ever possible, but do not accept a substi- ! 
tute for Pompeian under any circum- 

stances. If your dealer does not keep it, we J 

will send a Soc. or $1.00 jar of the cream, 

postpaid on receipt of price. 














. 2 
> POMPEIAN MFG. 2° peeosse 
CO. gas rrorsittt 


Gentlemen :— 
Please send, with- 
out cost to me, one 


25 Prospect St. a 
Cleveland y 





Ohio & copy of your book on 
° facial massage and a lib- 
os 5 & eral sample of Pompeian 
. To remove hori- & Samage Cocam. 
= peiniies Ss 
* a t 2 5 
ye Sees © MD ii ctevrisiimmmnnnuname 


Pompeian Massage Soap is appreciated by 
all who are particular in regard to the 
quality of the soap they use. For sale by 

all dealers—box of 3 cakes, 50 cents. 
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JUST BACK FROM COLLEGE 


“EVER SINCE OUR SON HAS COME BACK HOME, I FEEL MORE AND MORE THAT 


9 


HE IS DRIFTING AWAY FROM US: 


Solomon's Judgment 


HERE is an effective piece of dramatic criticism, said to have been printed 

in a rural paper in Indiana. A raw company on the “‘kerosene circuit” 
played “‘ Hamlet,” and the next day the editor wrote: ‘‘ Mr. Soandso and his 
company played ‘Hamlet’ in the town hall last night. It was a great social 
event, and all the élite of our fair village attended. There has been a long 
discussion as to whether Bacon or Shakespeare wrote the play commonly 
attributed to Shakespeare. It can easily be settled now. Let the graves of 
the two writers be opened. The one who turned over last night is the 
author.” —Exchange. 


A Successful Remedy 


bie AVELER (in a college town) : How is it that the streets are always so 
quiet at night? Disturbances must be most severely punished. 

INNKEEPER : That isn’t so. But the fact is we have taken off the night 
watchman, and since then the students don’t find any fun in making rows.— 
Wiener Kleiner Witzblatt. 


Progress of Science 


OCTOR: What? Troubled with sleeplessness? Eat something before 
going to bed. 
PATIENT: Why, doctor, you once told me never to eat anything before 
going to bed. 
(With dignity): ‘Pooh, pooh! That was last January. Science has 
made enormous strides since then.” —Tit-Bits. 


Of Course 


: E ELOPED in an auto and her father came after us in another.” 
“He had to make a bluff, eh ?” 
‘“‘That’s it. Had he really wanted to catch us he would have pursued us 
on foot.” —Pittsburg Post. 


‘ 


_ is the rabbit or hare associated with Easter and Easter eggs? 

Because in European as well as Asiatic countries the hare has been 
from ancient times the symbol for the moon, and the movable feast of Easter 
is governed by the lunar orb. The moon is the “‘open-eyed watcher of the 
night,” and the hare is a nocturnal animal. The young of the hare are born 
with their eyes open and are said never to close them. In many parts of 
Germany the children firmly believe the myth that the hare lays the Easter 
egg, and the association of the moon, Easter rabbits and Easter eggs is 
everywhere the same, with its symbolism of spring and the awakening of life. 
—Scrap Book. 

Not Worrying 
“TYO YOU believe it will be a fair election?” ; 
“Well,” answered Senator Sorghum, “it may not be exactly a fair 

election, but both sides are so evenly matched in crookedness that the result 
ought to be about the same as if it were.” —Washington Star. 
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Four Superb 





Color Pictures 
By 
Maxfield 


Parrish 














The 


Spring 


Summer 





COPYRIGHT 1906 BY P. F. COLLIER & SON 





COPYRIGHT 1806 BY P. F. COLLIER & SON 


















The original paintings 
of these subjects have 
lately been exhibited in 

FOR THE YEAR 1907 the principal art ga'‘cries 
of New York, Philadel- 
phia, Chicago, Wash- 
ington, Cincinnati, St. 

' Louis, Minneapolis, 


Grand Rapids, etc. 


For 1907 


HIS is unquestionably one of the most beautiful calendars 
ever produced. The subjects are three-color repro- 
ductions and include “Spring,” “Summer” (shown 

below), and “ Harvest”—the best of Mr. Parrish’s recent 
paintings—now being exhibited in the principal American art 
galleries. It makes an ideal Christmas gift. When the cal- 
endars have served their purpose, each subject may be framed 
—making handsome pictures for the den, library, or parlor. 
Printed in full colors and mounted on fine art paper and bound 
with heavy tasselated silk cord. Flat in boxes, $2.50 list. 


Go to the best stationery, book, art, pic- 


ture, jewelry, or department store in /... 


your town and ask for this calendar. 7.“ 
They have it or can get it. Insist /“y¢".0 


e e 
upon seeing it. Car 
a > » 
F ‘ RA > SS 
If they will not get a copy for you, send money-order direct x. ms fe, - 
ceo wea : Me LF SS Loe a 
to us and we will ship the calendar boxed, and packed av FT rye - 
: CP we it 9° 
flat, express charges prepaid. Address oe Sg & “. 
oa & > 
< & se is ) ROMEENG 
CALENDAR DEPARTMENT SH FPF IP TF Pg. 
.y @ = 
P. F. COLLIER & SON 42° &9.%.9 9 9% & 8 
So 





< x > o d+ _ 

414 West Thirteenth St., New York ia e oy Q ss of so” # OS e. 
- é 

BE SURE AND READ COUPON fs 4 
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You Can Not Buy This Picture 


Copyright, 1906, Life Publishing Company 


to Old Seve Liry 


The size of the charming picture (of which this is a reproduction in miniature) is 1 04x15 inches. 
The large print is a sepia photogravure, plate marked. It is hand-printed on Exora steel-plate 
paper, 19x24, ready for framing. 


The Picture Will Not Be Sold 
But the large print will be delivered, carriage prepaid, to every new sub- 
scriber to LIFE at $5.00 a year, if we receive the remittance before 
February I, 1907. 
In place of “An Old Love Song,” new subscribers may, if they so prefer, select prints from our 


catalogue to the value of $2.50. The handsome little catalogue of LIFE’S PRINTS, with miniature 


reproductions of 127 drawings, will be sent to any address on application. 


LIFE PUBLISHING CO., 17 WEST 31a STREET, NEW YORK CITY 
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REVIVAL OF THE ART OF 


18TH CENTURY COLOR PRINTING 





THE SUMMER AUTO GIRL 


THE EXHIBITION LIBRARY contains thousands of volumes bound in our 
The leathers used are expressly imported 
for Mr. Adams and will noc crack and break at the joints as does the domestic 
leather commonly used. 


own bindery (The Adams Lindery). 


Art connoisseurs are generally familiar with the wonderful color prints of the eighteenth 
century and have regretted the decadence of this process of reproduction. 

France has worked along the old lines of this art of late years with varying success, but 
it has remained for American inventiveness and French artisanship combined to carry color 
prints to a wider field of reproduction and greater effectiveness. 

Mr. Ralph Randolph Adams, the maker of art books, and M. Sangois, the ablest artisan 
in this work, lately of the greatest color house in France, have evolved between them 
processes that carry this work to such lengths that they are able to produce color-prints 
so entirely devoid of all mechanical effects that the artists themselves are often unable to 
distinguish between the reproduction and the original painting. 

Among the first color-prints offered are a series of automobile pictures, including a 
portrait of Wagner, winner of the Vanderbilt cup, by Jean Paleologue, late of Paris, as 
well as a dry point etching entitled ‘‘ Pierrette’’ by the same versatile artist, an excellent 
head of *‘Diana’’ by Frank Fowler, the well-known portrait and figure painter. 

A list of other subjeéts by well-known American artists will be ready December rst. 
Mailed on application. 

On satisfactory references from an established business house or national bank, Mr. 
Adams will ship prints of any of the above subjects on approval. 


The Winter Auto Girl. Plate mark 16in.x12in. Paper2zin.x16in. - - $5.00 
The Summer Auto Girl. Plate mark 16 in.x 12in. Paper 22 in.x 16. in. - 5.00 
Wagner, winner Vanderbilt Cup. Plate mark 16in.x12in. Paper'2zin.x16in. 5.00 
‘*Diana.’’ Plate mark 16in.x12in. Paper 22 in.x 16in. - = = = = 6.00 
‘* Pierrette.’’ Etching in dry point. Also printed in color. Plate mark 13 in. x 16 

in. Paper2zin.x16in. -) -  - = -+ =| + - © =| | =85.00 
** Pierrette ’’? as above, but printed in black orsepia - - - : - 5.00 


All prints on the finest extra heavy steel plate paper. 


Prices of Remarque and Artist Proofs signed and numbered will be furnished on appli- 


cation, 


The original paintings and color proofs may be seen and compared at the Exhibition 


Library of the Adams Studios. 





THE WINTER AUTO GIRL 


Che Adams Studtos teri 


9 Cast 42d Street, det. 5th anv Madison Aves., Pew ork 




















gold, brown predominating. 








“MOVE OUT, SIR? WHY, WHAT HAVE I DONE?” 
“YOU KNOW VERY WELL THAT CHILDREN ARE NOT ALLOWED IN ANY 
OF MY FLATs.”’ 





furnished at $10.00 per set. 


Christmas. 


Made of highest grade vitreous china, each set comprises four 
steins and a tankard hand painted and decorated in five colors and 


The sets are finished with a single initial, monogram, crest, college 
fraternity or other design in gold on the handles, thus giving them an 
individuality not obtainable in other goods of a similar character. 

Your dining room or den is incomplete without this beautiful set. 

Guaranteed to be as represented or money back—sent on receipt 
of price, securely packed and safe delivery guaranteed. 

Price per set (as illustrated in this advertisement) four steins and 
tankard $8.00. Sets comprising six steins and one tankard can be 


Send your order now so as to be sure of delivery in season for 


The Great Western Pottery Co., Tiffin, Ohio 


A more ornamental, handsome or useful gijt cannot be secured jor twice the money. 
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Three of Mr. Leyendecker’s “Ridolfo” Pictures 





Three Magnificent Stories 
for Christmas 





RIDOLFO 


By EGERTON R. WILLIAMS, JR. A Tale of the Renaissance 
Illustrated in color by J. C. Leyendecker 


‘*The book is a vivid picture.’’— The Nation. ‘* Told with extra- 
ordinary literary skill. This, in addition to its beautiful appearance, 
should secure remarkable success.’’ — St. Louis Republic. ‘‘A novel 


of thrilling action.’’—Toledo Blade. 


NICANOR 


By C. BRYSON TAYLOR. A Romance of Roman Britain 
Illustrated in color by The Kinneys 


**It is a romance which stirs and stimulates and magically con- 
quers the flight of time. The pure style and beauty of workmanship in 
text and illustrations will please the most fastidious.’’—Boston Herald. 


FOR THE WHITE CHRIST 


By ROBERT AMES BENNET. A Story of the Days of Charle- 
magne. Illustrated in color by The Kinneys 


** Back to the old-time Vikings, with all the briny flavor of the 
cold North Seas, the entranced reader finds himself.’’—Denver Post. 





My ipneneeg three great romances are conceded to be the 

finest of a type only too rare nowadays — the historical 
novel of splendid dignity, dramatic power, and finished con- 
struction. They are issued (at regular price of $1.50) ina 
de luxe form, pictures in full color, border decorations, etc., 
which makes them pre-eminently fitted for Holiday use. 








Two Delightfully Droll Books | 








ANIMALSERIALS | | 


By E. WARDE BLAISDELL 








is a collection of drawings which 
depict the joys and sorrows of 
our animal friends in «real life.’’ 
It is one of the breeziest and most 
original books of the season. 
—_ Much cf the artist’s work has 
appeared in Scribner’s, Century and LIFE, where it has attracted 
favorableattention. Large octavo,cloth, 
$1.00 net; bp mail $1.10, LAs tor 
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BEASTLY RHYMES 


By BURGES JOHNSON 





with drawings by Blaisdell—all those 
who read the same author’s Rhymes of 
Little Boys will lose no time in getting 
possession of this laughter - provoking 
book. It is a striking instance where 
text and picture go hand in hand, and 
that upon the sunny side of the street. 
Square 12m, cloth, $1.00; bp mail 
$1.10, 









































FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS OR BY THE PUBLISHERS 


A. C. McCLURG & CO., CHICAGO 














NICANOR 
TELLER OF TALES 





C.BRYSON TAYLOR 

















A PRIVATE TOOTER 
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LIFE 











ss BOOKS FOR CHRISTMAS GIVING 


MOFFAT, YARD 
& COMPANY 








The New Book by Mr. Masson 


THE VON BLUMERS 


By TOM MASSON, Managing Editor of LIFE 
and Author of «*A Corner in Women’’ 
This FINE STORY deals, with INSIGHT and BRILLIANCY, with the ROMANCE and HUMOR 
of MARRIED LIFE 


IT IS BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED AND PRESENTED. THE IDEAL GIFT BOOK. 
Illustrated by Bayard Jones, 12mo, $1.50 net (Postage 13 cents). 
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REMINISCENCES OF A MOSBY 
| GUERRILLA 


By JOHN W. MUNSON 


A remarkable volume of personal experience, of unusual historical 
value and rare interest Illustrated. 8vo0, $2.00 net ( Pos*1e 14¢.) 





A Romance of 
Old Furniture 


The FACE IN The 
GIRANDOLE 


By WILLIAM FREDERICK DIX 
A romance of high quality and a 

2 ne gift book of distinétion. 
The Fae 


in the Illustrated and Printed in Colors. 
Boxed, $2.00 net ( Postage 15 cents). 
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The Most Striking Gift 
Book of the Present Year 


The 
AMERICAN GIRL 


7 
HOWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY LIFE 
should possess a copy of 


This elaborate and interesting book presents | +4 YON BLUMERS 
Mr. Christy’s personal ideas about his fas- 
cinating subject. Brilliantly written and 
brilliantly illustrated. 


With 38 Illustrations in Colors. Size, 7 x 9} 
inches. Boxed, $2.50 net (Expressage extra). 
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Every Reader of 


which places 
MR. MASSON 


squarely before the public 
for just what he is and just 
what he stands for, and 





FIFTH LARGE 

















12mo, $1.50. 


: = inaugurates his real career 
“*Fat with the material of 


DI- . 4 he f h i 
ie oTHERS RICHARD THE BRAZEN  mitiiillsarcmaicana | Oe higher senee of the 


one sitting.”’— St, Paul 
Illustrated in Color, By BRADY é PEPLE pes Press au word, - America. 



































Redfield 
Brothers 


PRINTERS O fT 


“Life” 





We design and print FINE BOOKS, PUBLICATIONS, CATALOGUES 
and ADVERTISING BOOKLETS We are specialists in HIGH- 
GRADE COLOR PRINTING of all descriptions. Our representative 
will be pleased to call at any time and make up an estimate for you. 
Nos. 411 to 415 Pearl Street, New York. Telephones: 4855 and 4856 John. 
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JUST READY : AN ILLUSTRATED ‘COLLECTION OF 
e § 
Wallace Irwin s 


Random Rhymes 


and Odd Numbers 


REPRESENTATIVE collection of the best hu- 
morous Verses written since we used to laugh 
with Eugene Field. Do you remember“The 
Ballad of Sagamore Hill?” In this book is 
its irresistible picture of the great official who set out 





\(A} 





‘To drag the gentle Bird of Peace 
To Portsmouth by the neck.’’ 


And “Willie’s always running” is even more pat 
now than when it was written. 


Cloth, $1 50 Net 


If you liked his verses in LIFE for the fun of them, the jolly lilt in 
them and the audacity and the cleverness of them, take the book home 
and read it—read it aloud. Then buy more copies to give your friends. 


The 
Macmillan Company : Publishers 


Sixty-Four & Sixty-Six Fifth Avenue : New York City 
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HE Chickering Piano possesses those qualities which satisfy and will endure. @ The peculiar 
charm of its tone has been the despair of its imitators. @ Its reponsive touch and genera 
mechanical perfection make it the favorite instrument alike for teacher and virtuoso. @ Its refine- 
ment of finish makes it a thing of artistic beauty, and the absolute honesty in every detail of 
material and workmanship gives it those staying powers that make it possible to find Chickering 
Pianos made in 1826 in good condition to-day. 
CHICKERING & SONS, 796 Tremont Street, BOSTON 


Established 1823 Catalogue upon request 
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FACT AND FANCY 


A Little Christmas Rubaiyat Another one, a sock of finest weave, 
OR I remember pausing in a room Spoke pompously: “Fie, madam, I perceive 
Your vanity. J’/i hold rich stocks and bonds 


Where ceased a busy weaver from his loom; 
And from the finished product murmurings For Banker Millionaire on Christmas Eve!” 


Arose as died the great machine’s dull boom. Far on a shelf, in cheap pink paper rolled, 
A tiny sock, such as for babes are sold, 

Had heard, and, awed, admiring, murmured low | 
To one: “Ah, beauty!” and to one: “Ah, gold!” 


RD meer epremea e at 


Stockings of many qualities, large, small, 
Were boxed upon the shelves along the wall; 
And some loquacious stockings were; and some 
Listen’d, perhaps, but never talked at all. ‘The weaver, overhearing, laughed. “I guess,” 
Said one, and shimmered: “ Pray observe my sheen; Said he, and gave the socklet a caress, 
My silken texture fits me for a queen; “That all the gems and riches they will hold 
And see the handsome box all made for me! Won’t beat your gift—a youngster’s happiness!” 
I'll swell with jewels Christmas morn, I ween.” Edward Marshall. 
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A MODERN FAIRY TALE 


AND THEY LIVED WEALTHILY EVER AFTER 


The Naked Truth 


RUTH and Falsehood went to swim, 
Leaving clothes on river’s brim. 
Falsehood dressed up in Truth’s clothes— 

That is why Truth naked goes. 
Truth is modest—you’ll not meet 
Naked Truth upon the street. 


At the Symphony 


HE great orchestra was playing its most compelling num- 
ber. She sat as one enwrapped in an ecstatic dream. 

He sat beside her. It was he who had bought the tickets. 

‘*Perfectly grand!” he whispered in her ear. 

She remained silent, drinking in the divine melody. 

‘Don’t you think so?” he added a moment later. 

A faint sign of distress passed over her beautiful features. 
‘‘Yes,”’ she breathed, so faintly that she hoped it would not 
disturb her blissful enchantment. 

A moment of heavenly hush, and then: ‘‘What marvelous 
phrasing!” 

She said nothing. She was far away in a realm of delight so 
delicious, so delicate, the faintest breath of discord would 
alarm and destroy it. She sought to deaden her organ of 





hearing to his rasping words and to make herself believe 
he had not spoken. - 

But he had, and he followed his previous remark with, “‘Did 
you ever hear it done better?” 

She very nearly succeeded in giving him a mere mechanical, 
lip-formed ‘‘no,” without vexing her transported conscious- 
ness. 

For a full moment he remained speechless, forgetting to 
bruise the tender blossoms of melody with his harsh bludgeon 
of words. His eyes were closed. How heavenly it all seemed ! 
She was drifting in an ethereal sea of harmonic bliss, when 
there came crushing into the charmed audience chamber of 
her dreams the question: ‘‘Have you ever tried listening to 
music with your eyes closed?” 

The crisis had come. She uttered a faint gasp of starless 
despair, like one bidding farewell to a dear, divine hope. 
Looking her devilish tormentor full in the eyes she said sweetly, 
as only a thrice-embittered woman can: ‘‘Oh, yes; and I 
think it heightens the pleasurable effect; but did you ever try 
listening to music with the mouth shut?” 

And the flutes and the oboes and the violins played on. 

Likewise the tuba, the triangle and the kettle-drums. 

Nixon Waterman. 
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A Christmas Celebration 


“tf HAVE determined to do it.” 

As Andrew Carnegie spoke, his face 
lighted up with the fires of a sublime 
resolution. 

He had just come in from Skibo, and 
John D. Rockefeller and J. P. Morgan, 
his old side-partners, were sitting with 

him in the dark parlor of the little 
Baptist Church around the Corner. 
“Now, now, Andrew,” said J. Pierpont, 
“don’t be too rash. Remember your hot, 
impetuous Scotch blood. I don’t know 
what it is you’ve determined to do, but taik it 
over first. Maybe on sober second thought” 

John D. laid his hand on Andrew’s shoulder. 

“Yes, Andy,” he said, ‘‘Pierpont is right. You know you’re 
inclined to be rash. Tell us the whole story, and let’s see what 
you’re thinking of.” 

Andrew Carnegie’s face flushed. His sensitive and high- 
strung temperament was touched by this lack of confidence. 
But, controlling himself, he proceeded: 

“‘T’ve made up my mind,” he said, “not to give away any 
more money publicly. It’s all going to be done on the quiet. 
I’m going to efface myself. I’m going to keep my name out of 
the papers. I’m going to resign from fonetics, philanthropy 
and face puffs. Me for the mammoth cave. You'll never hear 
of me again.” 

John D. Rockefeller looked at Pierpont M. significantly. 
He sighed. 

Andrew!” he exclaimed, ‘‘are you mad ?” 

“Come, old man,” said Pierpont, putting his hand affec- 
tionately around Carnegie. “I see how it is. Too much work. 
Too much worry about others. You’ve seen too much of 
Brander Matthews. Just wait. Take an ocean voyage. Go 
to a sanitarium for a few weeks and get straightened out.” 

‘No, sir! I’m determined. I’m going to give away all my 
money to the labor unions, without any one knowing it, and 
disappear forever.” 

‘‘But consider the effect upon us. How can we get along 
without you ?” 

“You'll have to. I must start right in.” 

With this he put on his bagpipes and toddled out of the 
door. 

Pierpont M. looked at John D. in despair. 

‘‘What shall we do?” he murmured. 

‘““There’s only one person in the world who can save him,” 
replied John D. 

‘And she is” 

‘“‘Sarah Bernhardt. We must cable for her at once.” 

Two weeks later Mme. Bernhardt landed in New York. 

Thus it happened that as Andrew Carnegie was seated in 
his library arranging the preliminaries a card was brought in. 

He started. 

“Sarah!” 

A pair of soft arms was about his neck. A passionate, 
pleading voice was in his ears. 











‘“‘Am I in time?” 

‘For what?” 

“*To save my Andrew from himself?” 

He sank back in his chair while she stroked his lovely 
Scotch face. 

“Sarah,” he murmured, “‘I will do anything for you.” 

“Of course. You will at once hire ze Madison Square 
Garden, and appear as Santa Claus.” 

“Yes, Sarah.” 

‘You will publish a new book every three months.”’ 

“Yes, Sarah.” 

“You will continue to pose as a philanthropist in every way 
possible.” 

“Yes, Sarah.” 

Outside, John D. and Pierpont waited in anxiety. They had 
paid Sarah’s expenses over, and were naturally anxious. 

“Ts it all right?” they whispered, as she appeared. 

*“Yes, yes.” 

She drew from her muff a paper. On it was written: 

“Dear Brothers: Immodesty is the best policy, after all. 

BAG 

The next day suitable arrangements were made to secure 
the Garden. 

Posters were distributed throughout the country: 


ANDREW CARNEGIE AS SANTA CLAUS ! 
The Great Scotchman consents to Take the Part. 

A Christmas Tree for Widows and Orphans only. 
Library Bricks of Ice Cream, with Carnegie’s Name 
Frozen into the Side, will be Handed 
Out to the Audience. 

Everybody Welcome. John D. Rockefeller, Jr.’s, Sunday 
School Class will Act as Ushers. 

ALL ON CHRISTMAS EVE. COME! 


“There,” said John D. to J. Pierpont, ‘‘now Andrew is 
committed. He can’t get away from us. I tell you, old man, 
we philanthropists must stand together.” 

Thus it happened that on Christmas Eve the greatest show 
New York ever had took place at the Madison Square. 

A million ‘‘peepul” gathered by seven o’clock. 

The Christmas tree was trimmed by Lillian Russell, Hetty 
Green and Mary Baker Eddy. 

President Roosevelt took the part of Buster Brown. 

E. H. Harriman distributed packages of Railroad Rebates 
everywhere. 

Willie Hearst gave away his own record. 

William Bryan handed out lemons. 

But the enthusiasm did not reach its height until Santa 
Claus appeared. 

For in spite of his cotton coat and woolly whiskers the crowd 
knew him at once. j 

Mr. Carnegie made the following speech: 

My Friends: Recently I made up my mind to retire 
from active life and settle down to obscurity. But my 
friends wouldn’t have it. We millionaires must stand 
together, they said. So here I am, giving away a few 
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TASTING 


millions, just to keep the adver- 
tising ball rolling. 

And I am sure that those 
of you who have never betieved 
in Santa Claus will now knew 
that he is the real thing. 

And as you pass out with one 
of my turkeys under your arm, 
I want you to remember there 
are Three Persons: God, Santa 
Claus and Me. And the great- 
est of these is” 





Here he was drowned in such 
a storm of applause that to this 
day what he really said is only 
suspected. 


Born in Him 


Mew little son of the lawyer has fin- 
ished working an elaborate sum 
on the blackboard, and, after the usual 
detailed explanation of the operation, 
he concludes with : 

‘Therefore, the answer is two thou- 
sand six hundred and forty-five.” 

“And can you prove it?” asks the 
teacher. 

The boy looked wise. 

“Prove it? Yes, ma’am. I will 
subpcena the entire class as witnesses, 
but I must request a postponement 
for ten days in order to prepare my 
defense.” 


Redskin Philosophy 


IREWATER fun is full of funerals. 


Walk-Two-Ways breaks his legs. 
Say-Much talks himself to sleep. 
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The Five Senses 



















SEEING TOUCHING 


The Poet of To-day 
NDER his Auto-Pegasus 
The patient Poet lay; 
Although it seemed of little use, 
He had been there all day. 


For something ailed his Meter-car, 
The old thing wouldn’t go; 

What made it plunge and kick and jar, 
The Poet didn’t know. 


“Divine Spark Plug is screwed in tight,” 
He muttered, at his toil; 

“The aspiration valve’s all right— 
Tank’s filled with midnight oil. 


“The scanner’s working properly, 
The driving-shaft of wit 
Strikes true, as far as I can see— 
The Spring! Aha, that’s it!” 


SMELLING 


Right merrily the Poet ‘then 
Went tinkering at the Spring; 
Soon vernal songs of glade and glen 
That Meter-car did sing. 
Carolyn Wells. 


Lingering 

~ S IRST CENTIPEDE : What’s the 
matter with brother Jones? He’s 

in a bad way. 


SECOND CENTIPEDE: Yes. I guess 
he’s on his last legs. 





HEARING 
*€@ MITH is looking for trouble.” 
“*How is that ?” 
‘*His small boy is lost.” 


Revised 
HEN you are in Rome, be done by 
the Romans. 


Laborious 


““\ZOUNG man, when I was a boy I 
had to work for my own living.” 

“Well, guvner, there’s nothing much 
harder than working you for a living.” 
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Copyright, 1906, by Lire Pusuisnine Company. 


HAVE YOU A FRIEND IN THE MOON? 
(Hold it against the light) 
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The Fair Dancer 


H! THOU dainty Ballerina! 
Never have I seen a Fairy 
With a grace so light and airy! 
In a circle lightly dancing, 
With thy dark eyes lightly glancing— 
Ballerina! Ballerina! 


Now advancing, now retreating, 
While her partner greeting lingers, 
Beckoning with her taper fingers; 
Dancing mid the Dance’s daughters 
Like a sunbeam on bright waters— 
Ballerina! Ballerina! 


As she whirls and bends and beckons, 
Naught of me she reckons nightly 
As I sit and watch her lightly, 
Glancing in her magic mazes— 
Yet ’tis I that sing her praises, 
Ballerina! Ballerina! 

Nathan Haskell Dole. 


Hope 


S lige first debt was founded on hope. 
The man who borrowed hoped he 
could pay it back, and the man who lent 
it wouldn’t have done so if he had not 
hoped the same. 

It is said that Hope springs eternal. 
But this is not always necessary for Hope 
to do. In many cases we do not give 
Hope a chance to spring, but grab it 
prematurely and drag it out. 

There is no workman so skilled as 
Hope. Hope makes the constructor of 
the Brooklyn Bridge and the Simplon 
Tunnel hide their diminished heads in 
shame. It builds fortunes in a minute 
and does castles in the air while you wait. 
It has even made a first-class cook. 

It has been a constant complaint 
among us for generations that Hope’s 
work is not lasting—that it falls to pieces 
when completed. 

As if this mattered! For so long as 
Hope has the power to build new 
structures over again to replace the old, 
who cares? Then again there is a con- 
stant variety about Hope’s work that 
appeals to us. 

It constitutes a personally conducted 
tour to every desirable spot on earth. 
And who is there that has made a better 
Heaven ? 

Hope is a household necessity. It 
provides the certainties of the future for 
the uncertainties of the past. 

Hope is an inimitable caterer. It pre- 
pares for usa continuous feast in the pleas- 
ant garden of to-morrow. Only those who 
revel at its board are thrown out. 


odte® LIFE ff ates 


TINT 


iN 


(anil 











- on 
; UA il i 


Lr 
Oy: ry 
Nt 








TAINTED TOYS 


“YOUR GIFTS COME FROM A MONOPOLY” 


For even in the dishes it prepares for 
us, Hope insists upon temperance. A 
surfeit of hope often times makes hope- 
less wrecks. 

We should take as much Hope as 
possible every day without decreasing 
our vitality. Asa tonic taker in moderate 
doses, it is unequaled. 

Therefore, do not enter any place 
where you must leave Hope behind. 
When you come out, Hope may be gone. 

T. M. 


pone does the Republican party 
stand for?” 
“Everything.” 


Redskin Philosophy 


| WOULD know a great deal more if I 
could forget a lot I should never have 
learned. 


The Frog is a great Warrior to the Fly. 


A jug of Firewater will hold a barrel of 
Tomahawks. 


Paleface chooses his Chiefs from those 
with the dirtiest hands. 


Angry-Man stampedes his own stock. 

Heap of wisdom in knowing even a 
little well. 

One arrow is worth a thousand words. 


Even the Eagle’s eye has never seen 
to-morrow’s sun. 
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THE LION TAMERS 


By Mrs. WILSonN WoopROow 


SCENE: # 


1 drawing-room full of women and a few men. Afternoon tea is being served. 


Enter Mr. Leo Jenkens, a “rising young novelist” who has recently published “one of the best sellers.’’ 


IS HOSTESS : ‘‘How dear of you to come. 
Did you notice the hush that fell as you en- 
tered ? That is because I have told every one what 
a lion you are and you are expected to roar very 
prettily. They are asking all kinds of stupid 
b questions about you, for apparently not one of 
them had ever heard of you before. So odd! 
Now for my part, I am quite mad about your 

~ book. I have a copy of it in every room, so that 
no matter where I amI can pick it up and read 
a bit. I really haven’t had time even to glance at it 


simply to lose myself in it. 

“Do you know, I simply feel impelled to tell you something, 
and that is that I write a little myself. Verses and that sort 
of thing. I never dreamed that they were anything remark- 
able until our rector read them, and he insists that they 
remind him of Mrs. Browning at her best, and he is the very 
soul of sincerity; only, he doesn’t consider that for real depth 
of feeling and—er—poetic quality, and—er—all that, 
her sonnets compare with mine. It is a very brief collection, 
only two or three hundred poems in all, and I am so very 
anxious to have your opinion of them. Will you not let 
me read them to you very soon—to-morrow afternoon ?” 

MAN FRIEND witH Loup Voice: “Let me tell you, old 
man, funniest thing that ever happened. (Addresses the 
entire drawing-room.) I’ve started your book for three nights 
running, thought I’d put in an evening over it for the sake of 
old times, and I have invariably fallen asleep, dead asleep, 
mind you, at the second page and dreamed out the whole plot. 
The same plot as the book? Heavens! how should I know? 
I never can get beyond the second page. (Indulges in pro- 
longed laughter in which the rest join sympathetically.) Then 
I fall dead asleep. Think it’s the best thing I ever heard, 
worth sending to the Society for Psychical Research.” 

EARNEST YOUNG Woman: ‘‘Oh, Mr. Jenkens, I have just 
finished your sweet little book, and the moment I closed the 
covers I said, ‘That is the man who can help me.’ I so 
want to talk to some one who is of the craft, for I have just 
completed a play, a really elaborate thing on a grand scale, 
something like ‘ Parsifal.’? Iam sure it would make a sensation 
if I can ever get it before the public, for it is really very unusual. 
It is written in blank verse and there are three or four changes 
of scene in every act. I sent it as soon as it was completed 
to a theatrical manager, and after months and +months of 
anxious waiting, his secretary returned it with a very nice 
letter, all things considered. He said that it was simply 
wonderful for a first attempt and that it was deserving of but 
two criticisms, both of which were merely technical. 

“The first was that it would take quite fifteen hours to 
present it; the second, that it would cost at least two hundred 
thousand dollars to stage it properly. Of course, it would 
have to be elaborately staged; one scene represented a tropical 
forest, the trees to be literally festooned with real orchids; 





yet; but in my first moments of real leisure I intend . 


another gave an exact representation of a royal wedding; 
and in the third act, they were at afternoon tea in the Vatican. 
I do not know whether they have afternoon tea in the Vatican 
or not; but it was an awfully clever and original idea, you must 
admit. 

“Now, won’t you place my play with some good manager 
and ask him to let me take the leading role? I understand 
the part as no one else can and I am quite sure that I can act. 
Oh, no, I have never been on the stage in my life, but what 
difference does that make if one has real talent?” 

AN OLD Man: ‘“‘Well! Well! Well! So you couldn’t get 
along in business and took to book-writing. And they do say 
that you’ve got a pretty bad case of the big head. He, he, he! 
Well, there’s many a man that goes up like a rocket to come 
down like a stick. I heard them all talking about this book 
of yours, so I borrowed a copy and read it; but I guess I’m 
getting old. I couldn’t make head or tail out of it. It’s 
selling well, they tell me, and I suppose that’s all you care 
about; but I would have expected something a little more 
serious of your father’s son. I don’t see the sense myself 
of putting all this foolish trash upon the market. You didn’t 
know that I was writing a book, did you? A complete history 
of the world. My work comprises seven volumes already. 
Now I want you to go over it carefully with me and then find 
me a publisher. That’s not much to ask, is it?” 

Lapy Wuo Devortes HERSELF TO Cuarity: “I have just 
finished your book, Mr. Jenkens. I read very few novels 
and should have thought my time very much wasted over this 
one if I had not known you personally; and yet, it seems 
to have been sent me by Providence. I have been so much 
interested lately in the brother of my dressmaker, a lad of 
about seventeen. He cannot get any work to do, as he stutters 
fearfully and is very sickly; but since reading your book, I 
have suggested to him that he write. It would be such a nice 
occupation for him and not overtax his strength, I am sure. 
Poor boy! he is so brave and full of hope, too. After reading 
your novel he said to me, ‘Oh, I know I can do as good as 
that!’ Touching, wasn’t it?” 

Vivacious YounGc Woman: “‘You wonderful man! I am 
simply insane about your book. I think it’s the loveliest 
thing I ever read. Edith is so adorable. Oh! No Edith 
in the book? Of course not. Names do slip away from me 
in the most alarming way. And the man! Absolutely 
charming! I think that scene on the golf links is too—no 
scene on the golf links? Howstupidof me! Well, you ought 
to make a million. Any one so clever as you should turn out 
half a dozen of those little things a year.” 

His Hostess: ‘Going, Mr. Jenkens! So sorry! I 
hope you are not ill. You look quite pale and very, very 
tired. You understand why so many famous men have mar- 
ried their cooks? I suppose that’s something awfully subtle 
and witty; but it’s quite beyond me. I’m quite sure none of 
the women here resemble cooks. I took great pains to ask 
only the clever ones. Good-by. Good-by.” . 






















































Mr. Fuzzbuzz: GEE! THIS IS TERRIBLE. THERE’S THAT LOVELY MISS LONGLEGS 
UNDER THE MISTLETOE AND NOT A PAIR OF STILTS IN THE HOUSE. 


The Millionaire’s Bride 


OU must wake and call me early, call me early, mother dear, 
To-morrow 'II be the happiest day of all the glad New Year, 

Of all the glad New Year, mother, the maddest, merriest day, 
For I’m to be married for pay, mother, I’m to be married for pay! 


The Care of the Mind 


HERE are on the market so many patent mind 
renewers—almost always put up by 
quacks—that one cannot be too careful 
about using remedies of this kind, un- 
less there is a strong probability of 
distinguishing them from the genuine 
article. 

The mind should be taken out and 
aired at regular intervals. The sunlight 
should be allowed to stream through it. 
If there are cobwebs in it, they can be 
brushed aside with some wild flowers. 

Some people leave their minds behind 
them wherever they go. Almost any 
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mind, if left by itself, grows weaker and weaker. On the other 
hand, it is possible to give your mind too much to do. 

Take your mind out for a walk every morning. Feed it on 
simple fare. A plain diet of people—carefully selected—trees, 
travel and talk is good for the mind. Also hard work. A good 
steady diet of hard work is the best one for every mind. 

If your mind is growing old, give it a tonic of enthusiasm 
three times a day. 

Some minds are always out of order. They take cold easily, 
are littered up with useless odds and ends, and are a burden. 
For such minds bonfires are recommended. Sweep up every- 
thing into a pile and consume it. 

The ashes sometimes make a good fertilizer. This is not 
much, but is the best that can be done with such material. 

In general, make a companion of your mind. Treat it at 
times as if it were your equal, but n, xer let it get the best of 
you. Occasionally you may have to whi, ,+ 4 obedience, but 
don’t be too cruel to it, and don’t inflict it on others. It may be 
the best one in the world, but even the best mind is sometimes 
tiresome. 

Don’t lose it any more than necessary, and don’t let it take 
precedence over the heart. Always keep it in its place. 

A good specific to preserve tone is as follows: 

Nine equal parts of Reasonand Sentiment, and add humility, 
perseverance and discrimination, with a dash of extravagance. 
Stir in enough green things to add color to the whole and take 
when necessary. 


“Know Thyself” 
i laens MANAGER: Have you any objections to appearing 
in tights? 
THE APPLICANT (blushing): Yes, two. 











““ WELL, JOHNNY, WHAT SHALL I TELL SANTA CLAUS TO BRING YOU?”’ 
“OH, ’MOST ANYTHING THAT ISN’T FIT FOR LITTLE BOYS TO HAVE WILL BE 
ALL RIGHT.” 
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Home Revisited 









ACK to the old home! How often we 
plan to visit the little old town up-State, 
and how seldom we find time amid 
the busy, compelling rush of twen- 
tieth century existence to slip away 
,. for a few days with the old folks! 

% We talk it over at home, promising 
ourselves that we will go next sum- 
mer, Thanksgiving, Christmas 
# surely, and when the time rolls 
around, there is this deal or that 
Z, one to chain us to our desks, and 
H7. the old folks at home have mourn- 
fully to content themselves with 
another promise. Year after year 
rolls by unheeded. Some fine day there is 
something—a tingling in the air. Perhaps 
it speaks of the opening of the chestnut burr. You walk home, 
expostulate with your wife, carry her off, and in the end find 
yourself rushing for the train. 

As you roll out of the city, green fields unfolding distract 
your thoughts. You wheel in your chair and absorb the peace- 
ful atmosphere of the autumn landscape. Field after field glides 
past your window. Rugged men of the farm, harvesting the 
yellowing corn, straighten up from their work and look in- 
quiringly toward the house over there om the hill. The noon 
train has passed. What is the matter with dinner? You roll 
swiftly through little villages and see men and women about 
their daily work, children playing in the streets. The dull 
monotone of life comes home to you unpleasantly. You have 
broken loose, have left it all behind and are going home. 
Country and rolling fields have much in common. You con- 
sult your watch and find that you have still hours of rolling 
fields and you fall to inspecting your fellow passengers. That 
portly old chap across the aisle reminds you of old Porter, of 
Jones, Brown and Porter, and you find yourself wondering if 
Tom will attend to that little corn flyer all right. Those chaps 
are foxy customers, but Tom ought to—then you remember 
and put Tom and ’Change resolutely aside for a magazine. 
Hours later, it seems, you emerge from your magazine to find 
that Oldtown is still miles away. With ‘closed eyes, your wife 
nestles comfortably in 1 her chair and you steal away for asmoke. 

At last the porter comes to take your grip and tell you that 
you are approaching Junctiontown. As though you, with your 
eyes glued on the county fair ground, had not known that! 
How small and contracted it seems! As you stride across the 
platform to the little ‘‘Accommodation” waiting on the spur, 
you are certain that it has shrunken by a half. You had never 
thought how small and dirty it was until you notice Sue picking 
her way daintily along by your side and watch her as she in- 
spects the faded plush of the car seats in search of one that 
will mercifully spare the tailored gown which she tucks care- 
fully around her feet. For your part, you are absorbed in 
watching the conductor as he comes slowly down the aisle, 





By M. B. STEWART 


punching tickets right and left, nodding familiarly here and 
there, or stooping to listen to some whispered question and 
smiling reassuringly. 

‘‘Say, that chap used to be tail brakey on the local freight,” 
you tell Sue and you are astonished that she takes the informa- 
tion so lightly. Then you remember that she never hooked 
rides on the caboose or swung her legs daringly over the side 
of a moving box car. 

The little train rattles on, across the canal bridge, and there 
on the bank is the bunch, not the old bunch, you recall sadly, 
but another—offspring of the old bunch—shivering, hugging 
themselves up and down the towpath as they snatch one last 
afternoon of questionable joy from the very teeth of fall. The 
train rolls on. 

“Why, what in thunder—I’ll be blest if they haven’t built 
up Connor’s lot!”” The old ball field where you used to knock 
out some famous runs is gone. You excitedly call Sue’s 
attention to the outrage and she smiles and says “‘Indeed ?” 
whereat you remember that you are going back to your old home. 

But how the town has grown! You catch yourself wonder- 
ing where on earth Bunch No. 2 finds room to breathe. Even 
the grove over there on the right, where holiday afternoons 
used to be made hideous with the cries of wandering bands of 
savage young redskins or ferocious turbaned pirates, has 
given way to row after row of prim little cottages. You resent 
the whole idea. What right had the old place to go and grow 
up this way, anyway ? 

Suddenly you discover that something is wrong; this crazy 
train has lost its head; there is the big refrigerator plant where 
it should have turned sedately in, but it clatters on, goodness 
knows where. You are about to call the conductor and demand 
explanations when it pulls up at a neat little brick and stone 


station, with neat little flower beds and ‘‘Oldtown”’ spelled’ 


out boldly on the slope in green and white foliage. 

‘Well, say, did you ever” but before you can take it all 
in and decide if you approve of it, a gray little man with misty 
eyes is tugging at your elbow and you turn to find yourself 
looking down into the face of dear old dad. 

“Hullo. Well, I’llswear—say, you’re looking bully and” 
you notice Sue standing smilingly apart. ‘‘Here’s Sue, dad, 
didn’t mother come down, too ?”’ 

Everything seems to have grown smaller. It looks like a 
play town. That used to seem like an awful stretch down 
Main Street, but a fellow could make it in half a dozen hops 
now. The houses cuddle away among the trees. Stores sidle 
up close to each other as though lonely. Even the big White 
Store, which used to loom imposingly up in Monument Square, 
seems to nestle down close to Mother Earth. 

“You remember William,” dad says, and the hackman 
leans down from his seat to shake your hand. ‘‘Sure I do. 
Hullo, Bill,” you say, and hand Sue and dear old dad into the 
barouche. 

No elevated, no gongs, no ‘‘Uxtr-e-e.” You find the 
silence oppressive. Everybody and everything is hushed and 
quiet as you roll down the shady street in the autumn twilight. 
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at the rank treason of the dream, for Sue’s eyes 
are black and her hair is neither wavy nor 

brown. 
~\#& The next morning, long before the folks are 
_ up, you are down-stairs. While you are waiting 
for breakfast, you inspect the barn and garden 
and find that they, too, have not escaped the 
shrinking process of time. And breakfast! 
Say, none of your toast and egg breakfasts; 
no, sir. As you come slowly back from the 
barn, you can smell beefsteak frying and bis- 
cuits baking. The aromaof boiling coffee meets 
you half wayand you imagine that you can hear 
crisp fried potatoes sizzling on the end of the stove. As 
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OFFSPRING OF THE OLD BUNCH—SHIVERING AND HUGGING THEMSELVES 


You couldn’t tell for the’ life of you what you ate or what 
you said at supper. You sat in your old place beside mother 
and ate everything she passed you, you even drank the cam- 
bric tea she absent-mindedly prepared for you. In the midst 
of it all you suddenly remember. ‘‘Who is Bill?” you demand. 
“Bill? Oh, William, you mean. Why, don’t you remember 
little Willie Leary who lived down’’ ““Of course I do! 
You don’t mean to say that was little Willie Leary. Who 
would have thought it ?” 

After supper you sit on the porch and try to adjust yourself 
to the new order of things. You wonder if you ever really 
went skipping down that quiet ‘street, on just such another 
quiet evening like this, rending its stillness with the summon- 
ing slogan of your clan. 

Away down Shady Street, the bell of the old Baptist church 
begins to ring, calling the faithful to Wednesday evening 
prayer-meeting. What a flood of memories that awakens! 
Its silvery tones come stealing through the gathering darkness 
to bathe your soul in the fountain of youth. Once more in 
thought you stroll down that shady street in the soft evening 
twilight. Once more you find the fellows waiting bashfully in 
the shadows by the chapel door. Once more you greet them 
and take your place to wait patiently for the outcoming of the 
Girl. Once more you espy Red Atkins lurking near the door 
and you get Fat Wilson to lead him in conversation about the 
team’s prospects and away from the door until you can settle 
the question of seeing her home. That boy Fat was the stuff. 
He could always be depended upon in a pinch. Once more 
she comes tripping down the steps with conscious downcast 
gaze, and you slip quietly to her side. Her blushing ‘‘Good- 
evening” cuts short your mumbled request, and with one 
triumphant glance at the discomfited Red, you stroll up the 
street with her. What a girl! Her lips were the reddest, her 
eyes the biggest, the bluest, and what a wealth of wavy brown 
hair she had! Unconsciously, you sigh. ‘‘What is it, dear?” 
calls you back to earth and you blush furiously in the darkness 
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you take a peep into the kitchen, a cloud of pungent 

smoke rolls out into your face and your mouth waters 

at the sight of a big stack of buckwheat cakes, piping hot, 
thick and fluffy. 

Right after breakfast you start down-town. You can’t wait 
a minute longer to take a look around the old place. Down 
by the Call office somebody leans out of a window and yells, 
“‘Hello, Stub!’ Stub! It sends a little prickly sensation of 
youthfulness upand down your back. Stub! It’s the happiest, 
friendliest greeting you have heard in years. Your Adam’s 
apple sort of hardens and you turn to see Mick Connor, red- 
headed Mick Connor, waving at you from the editor’s office. 
You hustle across the street. ‘“‘Mick, you freckle-faced old 
monkey, what are you doing in here?” you demand, then 
you remember that a man doesn’t stay a printer’s devil all 
his days. 

It’s the same old thing all the way down the street. The 
signs over the doors are the same. You could almost swear 
that they are the identical ones you used to look at as a boy, 
but the chaps behind the counters, at the desks, in the door- 
ways, they belong to the bunch that calls you Stub. You 
haven’t een half way around when the noon whistle warns 


you tl “dtown folks are going to dinner—yes, dinner, not 
lunch. 
On way home you pass the old Academy. The boys 


come tumbling down the steps and skip up the street. The 
girls hurry along more sedately in giggling, whispering groups. 
You can’t resist the temptation to stop and take just one look 
at the old place. 

As you lean over the fence and read the moss-covered 
inscription : ‘Oldtown Academy, Founded 1845,” you feel 
once more the dread of that awful day when, shrinking, terror- 
stricken, clinging to your mother’s skirt, you were led up and 
into those yawning portals. Can you ever forget the feeling 
of overwhelming desolation with which you watched her 
departure and realized that you were taking your first step 
alone out into the big world? Can you ever forget the torture 
of that first recess under the merciless scrutiny of your future 
chums? But dinner is waiting. 

In front of the bank you meet the girl with the big blue eyes 
and the wavy brown hair. You bow cordially and receive in 
return a stare of mild curiosity. 

“Ha! That’s a good one on Jane,” chuckles Red, coming 
out of the bank. “‘Didn’t know you, eh? Well, you are get- 
ting fat, old man,” and he laughs irritatingly. That’s the sort 
of thing that appeals to Red. He went into the bank when 
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AS YOU LEAN OVER THE FENCE 


you went to college. While you were taking on knowledge 
against the future he was sitting up nights or out buggy-riding. 
You don’t begrudge him his Jane, not in the least, but you do 
dislike the airs he puts on over it. 

A broad-shouldered young chap strolls out of the post-office 
and addresses you familiarly. He acts as though you 
ought to know him, but you don’t. ‘fYour face is familiar, 
old man, and [’ll call your name in a minute,” you murmur. 
“Now hold on; wait a second.” You finally discover that it is 
Dick Curtin, who was toddling at his nurse’s apron strings 
when you were worrying yourself sick over entrance exams 
for college. While you are talking, a girl strolls past and 
smiles at Dick in a way that instantly detaches him from 
you. As they move up the street, you see her nod in your 
direction and catch a part of her question, “‘Friend of your 
father’s?” 

“Say, who’s she talking about?” Yes, we do grow older, 
and without knowing it. The grim old scythe wielder catches 
us unawares, mows the foliage of youth from the tops of our 
heads and shoves us aside. Subdued in mien and feeling you 
turn homeward. Sue and dad and mother are waiting on the 
yorch, and when you see them, you forget to mourn over your 
vanished waist line. 

Day after day flies past until you have to go. Half way to the 
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city you sit upand slap your leg. ‘‘Dod-blast it all! I didn’t 
see Legs Durkin. Shucks!”’ 

Sue looks her sympathy. ‘‘You can see him next time,” she 
says, soothingly. ‘‘Of course,” you reply, and turn to your 
magazine again; “and that won’t be such a darn long time off, 
again.” 


We Are Still Superior 


E LIFT our eyes in horror at the Latins and long to 

bring them up to our standards. They have no soci- 
eties for the prevention of cruelty to animals; they beat their 
donkeys, starve their cats and dogs, abuse their horses and 
are indifferent to all but human suffering. A glance shows 
how immensely superior we are to them. We fatten our cats 
in winter and turn them out to pasture in alleys and back 
yards in summer; we carve the ears and tails of our dogs 
to improve the blunders of nature; we dock our horses’ 
tails to give the humble fly a chance, and we put our asses in 
automobiles to prevent overpopulation. 

The brutal Spaniard organizes bull-fights, which we patron- 
ize to learn the extent of his brutality. We go in for manly 
games and gather in thousands on football fields to watch two 
bunches of long-haired lunatics maim, gouge and dismember 
each other for the glory of Alma Mater and the higher educa- 
tion. 

It is the lack of fair play in the bull-fight that revolts us ; if 
we could see a green matador ripped up by a green bull we 
might stand for it. The Anglo-Saxon for fair play every time, 
that is to say, our version of fair play. 

We appoint umpires in the cause of fair play and then mob 
him when he decides against us. Decisions against us are vio- 
lations of fair play. In law cases referees are never mobbed; 
we respect law and the peculiarities of the judicial tempera- 
ment. The degraded Latin race hates law and guns for stable 
government. 

Again, the Latins love waste; 
charity. 

In Latin countries the lands are congested with beggars, 
lame, halt, blind, mild, meek, impudent, aggressive; everybody 
fees them; nobody mocks them; only the superior Anglo- 
Saxon tourist is annoyed. We permit no such folly. We gather 
up the deficient, feeble and inefficient, clap them into jails and 
asylums, capitalize them and transform our detrimentals into 
a rich, juicy graft for statistical humbugs and professional 
philanthropists. We are a practical people. In Latin lands 
the Good Samaritan is not frowned on as a fool; neither is he 
organized, curbed or threatened by law. We are annoyed by 
the Good Samaritan; we prefer the Pharisee on the other side 
of the street who shoos the copper on to the beggar and hands 
his frosty charity to a recording secretary to invest and publish 
in the press. We shut out sunshine and sentiment from our 
paupers, classify them, reward the adroit and punish the help- 
less. Law, order and precision regulate our altruism; we go in 
for statistics and catalogue misery and hunger. This is busi- 
ness, not cruelty; we aim to fill empty bellies scientifically, not 
to illuminate beggarly hearts incidentally. 

Whether it is athletics or ethics, phlebotomy or philanthropy, 
money or morals, business or bigamy, we are infinitely superior 
to the wasteful, sentimental, unorganized Latins; and don’t 
you forget it. Joseph Smith. 


we believe in ordered 
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The Quenst 


S IT ladylike to giggle ? 
Is it ladylike to wink ? 
Is it ladylike to ride a horse astraddle ? 
Is it ladylike to wiggle ? 
Is it ladylike to drink ? 
Is it ladylike upon the beach to paddle? 


Is it ladylike to mutter ? 
Is it ladylike to stare? 
Is it ladylike to do those fancy dances? 
Is it ladylike to sputter? 
Is it ladylike to swear? 
Is it ladylike to use expressive glances? 


Is it ladylike to gurgle ? 
Is it ladylike to joke? 
Is it ladylike to boast of being wealthy ? 
Is it ladylike to burgle ? 
Is it ladylike to smoke ? 
Is it ladylike to know that you are healthy ? 


Is it ladylike to shiver ? 
Is it ladylike to weep ? 
Is it ladylike to walk through forests shady ? 
Is it ladylike to quiver ? 
Is it ladylike to peep? 
Is it ladylike to like to be a lady? 
W. D. Nesbit. 


Habitat 


‘“D)APA, what place do the most ex- 
pensive furs come from?” 


‘Wall Street, my boy.” 
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Cissy ; IT IS VERY WRONG OF YOU TO WANT TO 
FIGHT TOMMY JONFS. 

Bobby; ALL RIGHT, I WON’T. 

““THAT’S COS YOU ARE AFRAID.” 
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A Case for the S. P. C. Man 


“"TCHE next case,’”’ said Doctor Setter, 
“tis one of great interest. It is that 
of a human child. Many animals,” he 
continued, “have criticised our faculty 
for making experiments on human beings, 
not appreciating the fact that this is all 
done in the interest of science. Dr. 
Pointer will now bring on the Victim.” 

A small boy, strapped to a board, was 
handed in. Being gagged, he made no 
noise. There was a general growl of 
approval. 

“Young Mr. Daschund,” said Doctor 
Setter, ‘‘will assist.” 

The boy writhed slightly. Mr. St. Ber- 
nard, who had spent the previous winter 
in the Alps, where he had acquired a fatal 
habit of rescuing folks, here interposed: 

“‘Ain’t you going to give him ether?” 
he asked. 

“Hardly!” said Doctor Setter. ‘Ether 
would nullify just the effects that we are 
anxious to observe. Mr. Airedale, fetch 
me a stethoscope, a steel plunger and a 
set of forceps. And now, gentlemen, I 
must request you not to bark during the 
operation. Observe,” he continued, as 
he inserted the point of his knife into the 
child’s stomach, ‘that the subject is ex- 
tremely sensitive to pain. This promises 
to be a very interesting case.” 

At this moment Mr. Cocker Spaniel 
bustled in. 

“Hold up!” he exclaimed. ‘‘No more 
of this. This, gentlemen, is my pet child. 
Why, I brought him up from a pup. I 
can’t allow this.” 

“Have you ‘no regard for science?” 
inquired Mr. Boston Bull, showing his 
teeth. 

“No, sir. I’m a lover of man.” 

‘But, my dear sir, it is necessary for 
the preservation of our race that we per- 
form this experiment.” 

“‘But I consider that it is better for the 
race to perish than that they should 
gradually acquire such a taste for blood 
as to forget their humanitarian instincts.” 

So saying, Mr. Cocker Spaniel ad- 
vanced to the operating table, and in an 
instant had severed the thongs that bound 
his pet. No one protested. Many hung 
their tails in shame. On the threshold, 

Mr. Cocker Spaniel turned: 

“Gentlemen,” he said, ‘‘I’m glad that 
there is some sense of doghood left in you. 
I’m glad you’ve come to your instincts. 
But before I go, I would like to ask one 
question. Why were you so willing to let 









FAILING EYESIGHT 


“STAND OVER IN THE LIGHT A MINUTE, OLD 
LADY, AN’ I'LL READ YOU THIS LETTER FROM 
JOHN.” 


this thing go on, knowing it was only a 
case of brutal cruelty? Why didn’t you 
all jump at Doctor Setter’s throat and 
stop him of your own accord?” 

Mr. Fox Terrier stepped forward. A 
tear was in his eye. 

“Want to know the reason?” he 
asked. 

a 

“Well, the only thing I can think of is 
that just because he was a doctor, with a 
diploma, he must have hypnotized us.” 


The Foreign Invasion 


An “6 All-American”? Menu 


Scotch Barley Broth 
Canadian Trout Jerusalem Artichokes 
Hamburg Steak 
French Fried Potatoes Bermuda Onions 
Lima Beans 
English Muffins Vienna Rolls 
India Relish Spanish Olives Chili Sauce 
Japanese Fritters 
Roman Punch 
Neapolitan IceCream Russian Charlotte 

Geneva Fancy Cakes 
English Pound Cake 
Java Coffee 
Mexican Chocolate 
Swiss Cheese 
Brazilian Nuts Egyptian Dates 
Malaga Grapes 
Havana Cigars Turkish Cigarettes 


Result 


EACHER: A rich man dies and leaves 
$1,000,000 to eight nephews and 
nieces. What does each one get? 
SCHOLAR : Automobiles, ancestors and 
appendicitis. 


Ceylon Tea 














HAMLUT 


OU see, said the Noted Theatrical Mana- 

ger, the trouble with Hamlut was that 

it got too old. Never any new features; always 

the same songs year in and year out. What 

the people want, I says to myself, is first, 

something cheerful, and second, some catchy 
songs that are up to'date. 

So, when I made my production, I read 
Hamlut over with these principles right 
before my eyes and me looking between 
every two lines for chances to improve on the 
play. The first chance came almost before I expected it. You 
remember how that beginning act goes? 

“The bell then beating one,” says Bernardo as they start 
working the spot-light. 

“Peace! break thee off! Look where it comes again,’ 
Marcellus says, and in steps Mr. Ghost with everybody look- 
ing for something gloomy, especially when Bernardo remarks, 
‘In the same figure like the king that’s dead.” 

And that was my cue—‘‘King that’s dead.” I had the 
ghost come right up to Horatio and Mark and Bernardo and 
there was a comic quartette that beat anything in vaudeville. 
A comic quartette with a ghost singing bass. If that ain’t a 
new novelty I don’t know. For the first song I got a news- 
paper man to fake up something topical about ‘‘When I Was 
King in Denmark.” That was the catch-line and it fitted in 
splendid with the rest. We had verses about Roosevelt and 
Tammany and the Insurance game and a lot more, The 
ghost sung it, and in between verses they did all the regular 
business like a comic quartette does. I think next season I’ll 
have Bernardo played black face. It would make things go 
better and the dialect always brings a laugh. Yes, I guess I'll 
run the nigger talk all the way through. 

In act two the dialogue’s just thought out for all kinds of 
specialties. Hamlut’s talking to the players and asking ’em 
to give a little private exhibition. I made it go something like 
this: 








’ 


Hamuut: Say, I’d like to see what you people can 
do. I think I heard you sing a song once that was 
called ‘Farewell and Good-by to My Bride or You 
Will Find Me Where the Bullets Thick are Flying.’ 
Begin at that verse—let’s see, how does it go? 
Oh, yes: 

‘A boy in blue 
To his sweetheart true 
With a beating heart did say.’ 

Cinch, eh? Worked it out, you know, and it was a snap 
to introduce specialties by the whole company. After one 
stunt the King walked on and said, “Well, I think I could do 
better than that myself,’ and Horatio, coming from that Ger- 
man University, did a little Dutch dialect. That always got a 
hand. 

In act three, of course, I changed the play them supe-actors 
brought on to something with a little knockout comedy in it, 
but the main chance in the third was for Hamlut after that 
‘to be or not to be.” You see I couldn’t cut out his soliloquy 
because the public had a craze on it, but just the same when 
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REWROTE 


it was over they wanted a little change. Now when Hamlut 
spots Ophelia I had him say, “‘ But, soft, the fair Ophelia. She 
must not see me like this. I’ll cheer the girl up a bit.” 

‘Hello, Ophelia,” he says. 

“Hello yourself,” says Ophelia. 

‘Did your hear about my brother,” he says. 

“*No, I didn’t hear about your brother,”’ says Ophelia. 

‘Well, he carries his watch in the heel of his shoe,”’ he says. 

““Why’s that?” says Ophelia. 

“So that he’ll always be on time!” Bing! 

Pretty nice, eh? And it gave Hamlut his first chance to 
show the audience that he wasn’t a dead one. 

That singing in the fourth was all right, but those songs 
was popular songs three hundred years ago and nobody sings 
’em now. Besides there was a chance for some awful pretty 
dialogue between the Queen and Ophelia. It ran something 
like this: 

OpuHeLiA: Where is the beauteous majesty of Den- 
mark? (Of course this didn’t mean anything, but 
it was in the play and kind of opened up the talk.) 

QUEEN : How now, Ophelia? (aside) The poor girl is 
crazy, but I’ll just hide behind this chair and see 
what she does. 

Then Ophelia would sing something popular, say, ‘‘Twi- 
light Has Fallen Where the Wabash Wends Its Silvery Way,” 
and after the encores were over the Queen would walk up 
to her. 

QUEEN (aside): She has a good voice and I must do 
something to get her interested. (To Ophelia): 
I am going to have a big party to-night and the 
soprano whom I have engaged cannot be present. 
But I have heard your voice, and if you will help 
me sing this little song I will pay you well for it 
and this evening give you a chance to win fame 
and fortune. 

OPHELIA: With pleasure. 

(Duet—Queen and Ophelia.) 

No, the fourth act wasn’t bad, but I put the feature of the 
whole bill in the last just before Hamlut fights Laertes. 

I made a special scene and called it Hamlut’s Training 
Quarters. The stage was fitted up like a gymnasium and 
when the curtain rose Hamlut and a training partner came on 
just as if they were fresh from a ten-mile run. Then, after 
monkeying with the machines for awhile, the partner offered 
to put out all comers in three rounds or forfeit 500 D. 

Say, you ought to see it take. We’d put up a buffaloed 
amachoor every night or so and the house would just go wild. 

Yes, that’s how Hamluc was rewrote and made a success— 
S. R. O.—sign out for six months. Next year I’m going to 
take it to England and maybe have a souvenir performance 
at Stratford—tright where Bill Shakespeare lived. 


The Limit 
‘*T_TE’S a tremendously successful chap, isn’t he?” 
‘Oh, yes. I heard him say he had nothing more to live 
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AID of the bygone golden time, 
Who taught me the wide world’s splendor, 
Whose soul was as pure 
As the stars are sure, 
Whose faith was so subtly tender— 
Though my heart rebels at the moil and grime, 
And frets at Earth’s niggard giving, 
Shall I dare to say, 
Since you passed my way, 
I doubt if life be worth living ? 


Maid of the moment, sweet and wise, 
Whose will is in thrall to duty, 
Whose scorn for the base 
Shines forth from a face 
Alight with the inner beauty— 
Though my courage fail and I miss the prize, 
And my faults need much forgiving, 
With your eyes on mine 
Can I lie supine, 
And ask if life be worth living ? 


Maid of the morrow, Spartan-bred, 

Whose soul to the heights shall lead me, 
Whose strength shall abide 
Like the ocean’s tide, 

Whose love in the desert shall feed me— 
Though my joys be few, when the years are sped 

And Earth’s gifts are all past giving, 
If I have so much 
As your lips’ light touch, 

Still, still will life be worth living. 

Frank Roe Batchelder. 


Methuselah’s Diary 


EAR 687 since opening day at the Garden 
of Eden. Am thirty years old to-day; just cut 
my last eye-tooth. Ma gave me a piece of Adam’s 
suspender buckle to chew on while it was coming 
through. After Pa gave me the bottle I went to sleep. 

Year 697.—Celebrated my fortieth birthday yes- 
terday by going to Adam’s funeral. Pa carried me 
on his shoulder, ’cause there wasso many animals 
present. They buried Adam close to the garden 
wall in the shade of the old apple tree which 

Eve loved so well. Pa said Adam looked just 

as natural as he did four hundred years ago, 

when Pa and little Cainy killed snakes together. 

Most everybody on earth was at the funeral. Ma 

and Mrs. Eve sat together. All the animals that Adam 

had named marched in the funeral procession, except the serpent, 

and Eve wouldn’t invite him. He was awful mad and sent in a bunch 

of apple blossoms, but Eve just turned her back and said, “‘ Fruit grate- 
fully declined.” 

Year 757.—Just seventy years old; went to school for the first time 
to-day. Little Noah and me sat together. He got licked ’cause he 
spent all his time making boats out of birch-bark. I don’t like 
Noah very well, ’cause he keeps saying all the time: ‘‘It’s goin’ to 
rain pitchforks.” He’s got a regular menagerie in his backyard. My 
teacher is Mrs. Abel. She is the first widow ever made. She seems 
so happy and contented. Once I heard Pa say he wished Ma was a 
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The Christmas Tragedy at Huckleberry Hollow 

















LITTLE CALEB CHICKWEED RECEIVES A CAMERA AS A CHRISTMAS 
GIFT AND—— 

















HIS UNCLE ALECK, DOWN FOR THE HOLIDAYS, SAYS HE’LL SHOW 
HIM HOW TO TAKE A NICE LITTLE FAMILY GROUP BY 
THE AID OF FLASH-LIGHT, AND— 
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ACCORDINGLY HE IGNITES——— 
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widow, but Ma said: ‘“‘Cheer up, Pa, you only got six hundred more 
years of it.” Pa only said: ‘‘ How time flies.”” To-day I walked home from 
school with Eve’s little granddaughter, Serpentina. She is just ten 
years younger than I be, which makes her sixty, but she don’t look 
it. She still wears short dresses and her golden hair hangs down 
her back. 

Year 987.—I now feel I am old enough to look out for myself. Just 
celebrated my three hundred and first birthday this morning. I voted 
for Noah as head of the Department of Animal Industry and Commis- 
sioner of the Water Department. His habit of predicting rain grows upon 
him, so that he now carries an umbrella and a life preserver everywhere 
he goes. Old man Enoch came to me to-day and said he wanted to have 
a little confidential talk with me, so we sat on the banks of the Euphrates, 
and he said: ‘‘Methus, now you have been courting my daughter nearly 
two hundred‘years and Ma and I begin to wonder if you really mean biz 
or just passing the time away. Serpentina will be 281 years old coming 
next wash-day, and we feel we hadn’t orter be supporting her more 
than another hundred years just to entertain you.” He said: ‘‘You 
see, Noah has offered her the job of sorting animals and getting the right 
two together, against the time he’s goin’ on the road with’em.” Well, I 
told him I’d been building me a hut for the last forty years, and the archi- 
tect promised it would be done eighteen years ago, but he had gone 
to his dinner and I had not seen him for three years. I told him I would 
run over home and shave and would be back in six months and then we 
would talk business. 

Year 1000.—Been down to the Euphrates to bathe; stayed under 
water four days: I can beat Noah by nine hours; first bath I’ve 
taken in twelve years. Am going to marry Serpentina early the 
next century. My heart palpitates so I can scarcely write just at 
the thought of its close approach. Noah is going to stand up with 
me if it doesn’t rain. He tells me we can go with him on his voyage 
for our honeymoon, even if it does rain, ’cause he wants another 
pair of cooing doves aboard. He promised that we could keep our wed- 
ding trousseau in the elephant’s trunk. 

Year 1487.—I am now a grandfather. They have just finished 
taking a census of my children and grandchildren. As near as we can 
count and estimate, there are 946 of them. Everybody says Noah has 
gone clean batty over the indications for the weather, predicts rain every 
day in the year. He has covered three farms with a boat he calls the ark. 
Says if I don’t take some stock with him on the deal, I’ll be sorry. Says 
I can have a rain-check if I don’t want to stay. Don’t believe he’ll ever 
float it. The bulls and bears are already fighting which’ll get in on the 
ground floor. 

Year 1587.—Feel awful lonesome. Every feller who was born any- 
where near me has been dead two hundred years. My descendants have 
been calling upon me all day for the last five years, and I have not seen 
half of them yet. Wouldn’t know ’emifIdid. Guess I won’t leave a 
will, ’cause if they quarreled over it, there would be a revolution in Asia 
Have just sent out invitations to my funeral. 
wise to get in out of the rain, ’cause it is surely coming. 

The ark stock has not yet been floated. If I wasn’t so old I’d wait and 
see him float his menagerie boat, but I guess I have got my money’s 
worth and won’t wait for any side-shows. Serpentina says I must not 
die until she finishes telling me for the eight hundred thousandth time 
how her grandmother Eve was dressed when she and Adam were 
married. 

P. S.—As the oldest inhabitant in the village I feel that more respect 
should be accorded my opinions of Noah and his foolishness. 

De Witt C. Wilcox. 


Noah says I was 
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A New Baby’s Proclamation 


A= now that I am safely here, 
And all the worry, fuss and stew 
Have given way to smile and cheer 
In my behalf, the thing to do 
I realize is to proclaim 
In my falsetto, lusty voice 
How happy I am to remain 
And with my folks and friends rejoice. 


My first concern, of course, has been 
My parents, and I’ve fretted much 
For fear that in selecting them 
I might have erred and chosen such 
As infants, sometimes carelessly, 
So often do, ahd then repent. 
A child should very cautious be 
It’s business, more than sentiment ! 


My mother’s sweet and loving face, 

Her ever-thoughtful, tender care, 
Convince me that in her, at least, 

I’ve shown much tact and caution rare; 
And as for Dad, I’ll say the same. 

In fact, I’ll bet my silver cup, 
My golden studs and all I claim 

To call my own, to back him up. 


There’s something in his jaunty air, 
A certain cut about his clothes, 
The sporty way he parts his hair, 
That’s made a hit with me, and goes. 
And when he greets me with his smile 
And that sly twinkle in his eye, 
I feel that as a faithful child 
I'll sign the pledge to never cry. 


But just to show my dear old Dad, 
My mother and my sisters, too, 
That I’m a right and proper lad 
And can perform a stunt or two, 
A little thought has crossed my brain— 
The second one I’ve had since birth— 
Some night to simulate a pain 
And start the Greatest Show on Earth. 


With one wild whoop and righteous cheer 
T’ll rend the stillness of the night. 
The family, then, from far and near 
Will stagger in with frigid fright. 
As Daddy, then, with frightened air, 
Throws me athwart his starboard side, 
With my two mitts I’ll clinch his hair 
As back and forth the room we glide. 


Thus up and down the floor we’ll go, 
With stately and majestic tread, 
As Daddy polkas heel and toe 
Or dances a gavotte instead. 
Then Mother, with the water bag 
And other things called antidotes, 
Brings up the rear, while I play tag 
With Daddy’s nose and crack my jokes. 


And now, I really must refrain 
From further talk, as I am hoarse; 
Besides, there’s creeping o’er my frame 
A tinge of colic and remorse— 
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Two things of which I have a‘dread. 
So, if it’s all the same to you, 
I'll gently rustle off to bed 
And bid you all a fond adieu. 
Guy L. Baker. 


He Who Loseth His Head Shall 
Save It 


A CITIZEN who regrets the defeat 
of Congressman Wadsworth com- 
mends him as the only man who did not 
lose his head over the Beef Trust investi- 
gation. 

But the consequence of his keeping 
his head at that time has been that he 
lost at the late election. 

It is a wise Congressman who knows 
when to lose his head. 


Appropriate Garments 
| ens a flea—a jumper. 
Grasshopper—leggins. 
Waterbug—hose. 
Woodpecker—cutaway. 
Cockroach—pumps. 
Spider—suspenders. 


Cheer Up! 
= BOY: Why, there isn’t any- 
thing on this Christmas tree at all. 
CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MoTHER: Have 
patience, Willie. We'll sit down and 
trim it mentally. 





Deferring It 
ARY: I hear that the Duke’s mar- 
riage to the rich Miss Passay has 
been postponed. 
JANE: Yes, I believe his creditors have 
granted him a little more time. 


J 


, [oN 


4, oY RRacas 


























ANOTHER LI NAILED 




















THE WIDOW’S MITE 


The Makers 


(>#! THE baker’s making bread and the tailor’s making 
clothes, ‘ 

And the gardener’s making desert spots to blossom like the 

rose. 

The preacher’s making sermons on Adam and the Fall, 

The banker’s making money—he’s the silliest of all. 

The poet’s making poems, but I’m doing better still— 

For I’m making love to Eloise who dwells upon the hill. 


The silly folks are passing by; they’re going up and down, 

Their heads and tongues are wagging fast, their clamor fills 
the town. 

“‘Why don’t you make a living now? Why don’t you make a 
name?” , 

Oh! silly folks, to think that you could e’er be known to Fame! 

You'll lie forgotten while my name will be remembered still 

For making love to Eloise who dwells upon the hill. 


The silly folks are hurrying by—the baker, the tailor-man, 
The gard’ner who rakes the earth and fills the watering-can, 
The poet who was once so wise—but now he’s getting old— 
Ah! poor, old, foolish man who’s writing rhymes for gold! 
You’re making wondrous things no doubt, but I am wiser still, 
For I’m making love to Eloise who dwells upon the hill. 
Phillips. 
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Toast to Laughter 


HERES to laughter, the sunshine of the soul, the happiness 

of the heart, the leaven of youth, the privilege of purity, 
the echo of innocence, the treasure of the humble, the wealth 
of the poor, the bead of the cup of pleasure; it dispels dejection, 
banishes blues and mangles melancholy; for it’s the foe of 
woe, the destroyer of depression, the enemy of grief; it is 
what kings envy peasants, plutocrats envy the poor, the 
guilty envy the innocent; it’s the sheen on the silver of smiles, 
the ripple on the waters’ delight, the glint of the gold of 
gladness; without it humor would be dumb, wit would 
wither, dimples would disappear*and smiles would shrivel, 
for it’s a glow of a clean conscience, the voice of a pure soul, 
the birth cry of mirth, the swan-song of sadness. Laughter! 


Charity 


HARITY is an ingenious scheme of philanthropy by 
which the giver is the real beneficiary. Only the rich can 
really avail themselves of the fulness of its benevolent pro- 
visions. They are the beneficiaries. The poor can be grateful. 
It is the privilege of the poor always to be grateful. 

One who has never treated himself to that feeling of right- 
eous self-complacency which an act of charity affords has 
failed to make the most of his opportunities. 

One must not confuse generosity with charity. They are 
not synonymous—they are not even distantly related. One 
must be very careful about this, or the first thing he knows he 
will be really denying himself something, or making some 
personal sacrifice which is not only unnecessary but very 
irksome and very, very common. One should leave that for 
those who cannot afford anything better. W. F. Rice. 








Teacher Stork: WHAT’S THE TROUBLE, EDDIE ELEPHANT? 
“JACK RABBIT MULTIPLIES FASTER THAN I DO.” 
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“yOU'LL NEED SOME CASH”’ 


A Transaction 


ON MONDAY morning Mrs. Cromwell arose first, and, 
while waiting for her lord and master to come down to 
breakfast, permitted herself to become absorbed in the bargain 
advertisements in the paper. 

While she was engaged in this surreptitious pleasure, she 
was suddenly confronted by Mr. Cromwell. 

“Well, my dear, looking up new ways to spend money 

Mrs. Cromwell winced slightly under the insinuation. 
Years before she had been a woman of spirit. There were still 
wholesome evidences of it left. 

“There are some things I need,” she said, quietly. 

“There are always things you need. We all need things. 
This habit of continually needing things is the curse of this 
country. Well, how much do you want? Have you got a list?” 

*“*T don’t know exactly, but” 

‘Of course, you don’t know exactly. No woman ever does.” 

Mr. Cromwell smiled at his own sally. He was a rather 
handsome-looking man, rather portly, rather pompous, with a 
suggestion of geniality about him which was a trifle deceptive. 
He was by no means a bad man. He loved his wife devotedly 
in his own way, but he considered that all women were extrava- 
gant, and he did not think they should be permitted much 
financial leeway. 

‘*We need some linen sheets,” said Mrs. Cromwell, “‘and I 


PED) 


suppose I ought to have a new suit; then there a number of’ 





little things” 


in Real Estate 


“Ha! Little things. Yes, I’ve heard that before. Well, I’? 
fix you up all right, I guess.” 

The breakfast proceeded in silence, broken by occasional 
patches of conversation on commonplace subjects. After it 
was over, Cromwell rose, lighted a cigar and proceeded to put 
on his coat. Then he turned suddenly as if he had forgotten 
something. 

““Oh, yes,” he exclaimed. ‘About those things. Well, now, 
I tell you what you can do. I have accounts at the linen store 
and the dry goods store. You go in and order what you want 
—everything, mind you—there must be nothing to get after- 
ward—up to a hundred dollars. Have it charged to me and 
I’ll pay for it when the bills come in. But remember, my dear, 
it mustn’t be more than a hundred dollars. There! That 
ought to make you happy!” 

Then he put his hand in his pocket. 

‘*By the way,” he continued, “ you’ll need some cash.” 

He handed his wife a crisp, clean one-dollar bill. 

‘That will buy your lunch and pay car fare.” 

Then he bent over and kissed her—a ceremony he never 
omitted, for he was a very punctilious man—and was gone. 

Mrs. Cromwell sat for a long time with the dollar bill 
crushed in her hand, thinking. 

One hundred dollars! Well, that would be a great deal to 
some people. But her husband was a comparatively wealthy 

This story continued on page 686 
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y The ANGELUS 


When we say that with the ANGELUS, only a lobe 
of music is necessary for your full enjoyment of all music, we mean 
just that—all limitations to a complete indulgence of your love for 
music end with possession of the Great ANGELUS. 

To you, musician or non-musician, we say your limitations end— 
because your fingers, whether trained or untrained, are supplied 
with every adequate means of rendering all music. 

The PHRASING LEVER gives you complete mastery of every delicate 
shading oftempo. The DIAPHRAGM PNEUMATICS endow you with the “ Human 
Touch” of the ANGELUS. The MELODY BUTTONS, which with the Phrasing 
Lever are exclusive with the ANGELUS, enable you to accentuate the melody 
in bass or treble, the same as in hand-playing. These three features, indispens- 
able to a musically correct performance, originated with us and are reserved, by 
the patent laws, for exclusive installation in the ANGELUS. 


Logically the ANGELUS is the piano-player entitled to receive first consideration by every 
intending purchaser. The ANGELUS is made either in cabinet form or installed within the 
case of a high-grade piano, making the Emerson-Angelus or the Knabe-Angelus. 


Purchased by Royalty and the World’s Greatest Musicians. Descriptive literature upon request. 


Established 1876. THE WILCOX & WHITE CO., MERIDEN, CONN. 
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IN A LUTHER BURBANK GARDEN 
White are the coreless apple buds, 

As your hand in mine I clasp, 
And we wander through the eyeless spuds 
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AND HE WAS IT 


“Sir,”’ exclaimed the indignant Boston girl after the kiss had 
been stolen, “‘how dare you! No man ever kissed me before.’’ 
“Oh, that’s all right,’”’ replied the nervy youth. “Somebody 


MAKING A MILLION DOTS 

The English noblemen of a century ago used to spend a great 
part of their time in making wagers of the most eccentric char 
acter. 

For instance, in 1770, before the days of rapid transit, an 
earl wagered that he could find a man to travel from London to 
Edinburgh and back in less time than it took another peer t 
make a million dots. 

Sir George Liddel laid a wager, and won it, that he could 
make a journey to Lapland and return, bringing back with him 
two native women and two reindeer, within a specified time.— 





And the raspberries, sans rasp. had to break the ice.’’- 


You plucked a blackberry, dazzling white, 
As we chanted a tuneless rune, 

And I took a luscious, soulful bite 
Of a pitless, skinless prune. 


The cactus plant ne’er cackles now, 
As its teeth have all been drawn, 
And calm there falls upon your brow 

The light of a sunless dawn. 


In this dear place I would live for aye, 
Discussing the whyless how, 
And speeding the minuteless hours by, 
From the path of the pathless now. 
-Denver Republican. 


DIFFERENT VIEWPOINTS 


Harriman trick beats Fish.—Sun. 

Fish beat Harriman; bad faith charged.—New York Times. 
Fish and Harriman in drawn battle.—Herald. 

Brooklyn Times. 


If you see it in the , it’s so. 


THE DAY OF REST IN FRANCE!’ 
Patient: Doctor, this appendicitis makes me suffer terribly. 
Won’t you operate upon me? 
Doctor: Impossible; the law forbids mc to open on Sunday 
Translation from La Liberté for The Literary Digest. 


Welsh Rabbit: HANG IT ALL! HERE 


LirE is published every Thursday. $5.00 a year in advance. Postage to foreign countries in the 
Postal Union, $1.04 a year extra. Single current copies, 10 cents. Back numbers, after three months 
from date of publication, 25 cents. 

Lire is for sale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. The International News Company, Bream’s 
Building, Chancery Lane, London, E. C., England, AGENTs. 


Chicago News. 





SPELT WRONG AG 


Sunday Magazine. 
A CASE OF BLIND FAITH 

Former President Patton, of Princeton University, recently 
delivered a sermon at Fifth Avenue Collegiate Church, his 
subject being “Faith.’”’ He spoke of the blind faith of the 
client who puts himself at the mercy of a lawyer in preparing 
an action for trial, and of the confidence of the sick in intrusting 
themselves to the physician. 

“A case of blind faith,’ 
writes out a_ prescription. 
it; you don’t know what it is. 
not to reason why, yours but to do and die. 

Whether or not Dr. Patton meant it, there was a distinct 
ripple throughout the congregation.— Boston Herald. 


said the clergyman: “The doctor 
Oftener than not you cannot read 
He tells you to take it. ‘Yours 
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A REACH 
“Was your expedition a success?” 
“Entirely so,” answered the Arctic explorer. 
“But you didn’t reach the north pole.” 
“No; but I reached the editors and the readers.”—Washing- 
ton Star. 


Frienp: That villain in your new play is a masterpiece. 
Where did you get the character? 
Dramatist: I imagined a man possessed of all the varieties 


THEY’VE GOT MY NAME of wickedness which my wife ascribes to me when she gets 


AIN. angry.—T7i-Bits. 


No contribution will be returned unless accompanied by stamped and addressed envelope. 
The illustrations in LiFe are copyrighted, and are not to be reproduced. 
Prompt notification should be sent by subscribers of any change of address. 
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A Christmas Toast with 
the Christmas Spirit 


ClubCocktails 


HE. best beginning to Christmas 
merriment and the most de- 
lightful drink in the world. 

Prized for their uniform delicacy 
in flavor, for their rare smoothness 
—of perfectly blended old liquors 
aged in wood to exquisite mellow- 
ness. No chance-proportioned, un- 
blended cocktail can possibly be so 
good. Club Cocktails aremeas- 
ure-mixed to absolute uniformity. 


Seven kinds—all delightful— 


of good grocers everywhere. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO.., Sole Proprietors 
HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON 
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The House Founded On A Rock 


Shall stand. Build your fortunes on the rock foundation of Life Insurance. It has 
shielded thousands from want, educated thousands of young men and women, and 
started them in business. Write to-day for information of Policies, with Rates and 
Benefits at your age. Address Dept. O. 


The Prudential Insurance Company « America 


Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey 








JOHN F. DRYDEN, President HOME OFFICE: Newark, N. J. 





g The buildings pictured above are owned and occupied by The Prudential Insurance Company of America, as its Home Office at Newark, N. J. 
| The extensive business of The Prudential requires in these office buildings alone, the service of over two thousand employees. 
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man. That is, she knew his income was up in the thousands, and their 
position certainly demanded a certain amount of expenditure. 

She thought of all the things she needed—for the house, for the children, 
for herself. Why, five times that amount would not have been too much. 

Mrs. Cromwell was still thinking over the matter an hour or so later when 
the bell rang, and Mrs. Dimpleton dropped in. 

‘*Good-morning, Dora. I’m going to town shopping this morning, and I 
thought you might like to go with me. Wasn’t it fine that Frank and Harry 
made so much money in that real estate affair—whatever it was?” 

Mrs. Cromwell was slightly embarrassed. Evidently her husband and 
Mr. Dimpleton had made a “‘strike” of some sort together—and while Dim- 
pleton, who was the soul of generosity, had confided in his wife, Cromwell 
had kept the matter to himself. 

‘Frank has been so busy lately,” she said, ‘‘that I haven’t heard. What 
is it?” 

Mrs. Dimpleton was perfectly aware that her friend didn’t know. She 
and her husband had often discussed Mr. Cromwell’s attitude toward his 
wife. Indeed, Mrs. Cromwell had been an object of sympathy for some time 
in the community in which theylived. At the same time her husband’s solid 
qualities in other ways held a certain amount of justifiable respect for him. 

“Why,” said Mrs. Dimpleton, ‘you know they cleared up five thousand 
apiece out of the ‘deal,’ I believe they call it. Wasn’t it grand? And Harry 
gave me half! Just think of that! All for myself.” 

Mrs. Dimpleton started to add, ‘‘Wasn’t it lovely of him,” and then it 
occurred to her that it would be ungracious of her, to say the least, to insti- 
tute any comparison between the two husbands. But she was determined 
that her friend should know of the transaction, for oftentimes, as she had 
said herself, her very blood “‘boiled” to think of the way Dora Cromwell 
was treated. 

‘And so,” she said, ‘‘I’m going shopping. Don’t you want to come, too?” 

Mrs. Cromwell found it difficult to repress her tears. She shook her head. 

“T was going this morning,” she said, ‘“‘but I didn’t feel quite up to it.” 

Mrs. Dimpleton nourished a faint hope that in the knowledge that her 
husband had made so much money, her friend might find a way to get some 
of it away from him—give her a reasonable time. So she said cheerfully: 


‘Well, there’s no hurry. Let’s wait for a day or so. You make that 
hubby of yours do the handsome by you, and when you’re ready let me 
know and we'll have a regular spree.” 

Mrs. Cromwell shook her head. With only a dollar in cash and an 
account limited to one hundred, she preferred to go alone, where she 
couldn’t even be silently sympathized with. 

‘Don’t wait for me,” she said. 

‘But I shall. You see what you can do.” 

The two women kissed and parted. 

Mrs. Dimpleton went back home, where she telephoned her husband that 
she had given Dora a straight tip. 

‘‘What did you do that for?” he growled back. ‘‘Cromwell told me to 
keep quiet about it. I believe he’s going to buy an auto with his money. I 
promised him I wouldn’t say anything.” . 

“*T don’t care a rap if you did. He’s a contemptible wretch and I hate 
him. I hope if he buys an auto it will blow up with him. Well, Dora knows 
about it and I only hope she’!l make him shell out.” 

The prospect of making her husband ‘‘shell out” was a feeble one so far 
as Mrs. Cromwell was concerned. Little by little, through long successive 
stages, she had come to feel keenly her own dependence and to submit to it 
with a dogged quiescence. She knew too well that to confront her husband 
with his successful financial transaction and to cite Mrs. Dimpleton’s 
example would do no good. 

“Don’t you have everything you want?” he would say. And there the 
matter would drop. 

“*Tf,”” she reasoned, “‘there was only some way in which I could suddenly 
become independent of him, then I could assert myself. But what can I do 
with absolutely nothing to back me up?” 

What made her specially angry was the reflection that her husband did 
not consider her of enough importance to inform her of a fact which, when 
told by a friend, she was obliged to receive with a certain amount of humilia- 
tion. 

The situation, however, seemed utterly hopeless, when the bell rang 


again, and a young man entered. He held in hishandalargeenvelope. , 












OU cannot afford to invest several thousand dollars in an auto- 
A mobile unless you feel pretty sure that the quality is right. The 
‘\ new Columbia Models are Quality Cars, through and through. They expanding shoes of extra wide face which operate within 

are built of the best materials in the world under the most ad- the countershaft and rear wheel sprocket drums of our 





Mark XLVIII Mark XLIX 


24-28 H. P. 40-45 H. P. 


$3000 $4500 


strains. May be easily removed from either 
side without the aid of jack or pit. 

Axle housing extends through hub, and the housing tube 
bears the weight of car upon roller bearings. 

No other car has such powerful capacity brakes as the 


Mark XLIX. 





vanced methods and processes yet discovered. 





A highly perfected selective type of sliding gear trans- 


mission is used in the two 1907 Columbia models. 

The lower section of the case is both webbed 

and cross-webbed to prevent its settling and deranging the 
alignment with motor and drive. 

Gears are not case hardened, but are cut from the 
toughest steel and made singly and in combination; the 
combination gears are a single unit,—not the bolting to- 
gether of different sizes. 


Front axle is an “1” beam section with pivot ends drop 
forged,—centre, hand forged. Unlike any other “1” 
beam front axle, is not welded. Beyond doubt the 
strongest axle yet produced. 

Rear axle construction .of Mark XLVIII is an especially 
strong and clever design. The driving pinion revolving in 
roller bearings, is housed within a cage and is bodily 
removable from the housing. 

This axle is of “ floating’’ type, and bears no transverse 


Foot brake operates by rods and rocker shafts, and 
emergency brake through an endless steel wire cable. 

The new double carbureter, providing a mixture for slow 
and another for high speed work, is a distinctive feature of 
both 1907 Columbia Models. 


Separate catalogues of Columbia Gasolene_ Cars, 
Columbia Electric Carriages and Columbia Electric 
Commercial Vehicles will be sent on request. Demon- 
stration by appointment. The nearest Columbia rep- 
resentative will be pleased to give you any practic 
test desired, with absolutely no obligation on your 
part to purchase. 


ELECTRIC VEHICLE CO., HARTFORD, CONN. 


New York Branch: 134-136-138 West 3oth Street. 


.. 


ew ach: - Ve Chicago Branch: 1332-1334 Michigan Avenue. 
Washington’ Washington E. V. Transportatior. Co., 15th Street and Ohio Avenue. Mexico City: C. I. Seeger, Primera Humboldt, No. 2. 


At New York we shall exhibit only at the 7th National Automobile Show, Madison Square Garden, January 12-19. 


Boston: The Columbia Motor Vehicle Company, 74-76-78 Stanhope Street. 
M.A.of L 
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MAKAROFF 
RUSSIAN 
CIGARETS 






































War Bepartment 
SIGNAL OFFICE 
FT. MONROE, 

VA. 


Sir: The Makaroff 
Special Cigarettes were 
beyond my utmost ex- 
pectations, and were, 
in fact, the finest cigar- 
ettes I have ever 
smoked, and I have 
smoked nearly every 
Turkish and Egyptian 
cigarette for sale in the 
United States. I shall 
place another order 
with you soon. 

Very respectfully, 

P. C. PETERSEN. 








Norfolk, Conn. 


Iam very much 
pleased with the Ma- 
karoff Special Ciga- 
rette. I like it par- 
ticularly because of 
the cleanness of the 
smoke. The throat 
and roof of the mouth 
ate not parched after 
smoking. The Maka- 
roff is a complete con- 
trast to the numerous 
brands of so - called 
Egyptian cigarettes 
which leave one wi h 
an inextinguishable 
thirst. All my friends 
agree that they had 
not before appreciated 
the possibilities of 
cigarette making. 

Henry R. SHIPMAN. 








Cleveland, O. 

Am __ tremendously 
delighted with the cig- 
arettes. 

My friends who 
have tried them are 
equally enthusiastic. 

Yours very truly, 
F. I. MERRICK. 








U.S. S. PRAIRIE 
Navy Yard, Boston, Mass. 
Dear Sir: At this 
first opportunity I wish 
to say that it would be 
putting it mildly to 
State that I was ple ased 
and satisfied with the 
“Makaroffs.” I shall 
feel grateful toward 
you for the introduc- 
tion of them on the 
market, as should 
every one w ho appre- 
Ciates good cigarettes. 
Respectfully, 
P. A. NorTHRUP. 






Makaroff ] : Russian Cigarets 


Smoke Makaroffs and Be Glad. Send Them 
to Your Friends and Make Them Glad 


My enthusiasm over these cigarets is due entirely to my 


knowledge of them and of cigarets in general. I admit 

am a crank on the subject. I have been a crank on 
smoke for twenty years. When I talk about smoke I am 
talking from the smoker’s standpoint— your standpoint 
and mine, as smoke cranks—and not as a manufacturer. 
I am a smoker first and a manufacturer afterward. I 
started the manufacture of these goods strictly because 
that was the only way to be sure that my friends and 
myself were going to be supplied with them regularly. 
If you know anything about the uncertainties of importing 
from Russia, you know I speak facts. 

I am now extending the sale of Makaroff Russian Cig- 
arets to my other friends—the ones I haven’t seen, but who 
are my friends just the same, because they like the good 
things of life as I do. 

Nearly every box of Makaroff Russian Cigarets discovers 
one of these friends for me. I seldom fail to get a hearty 
hand-shake by return mail. The friends I get I keep. 
That’s why I can afford to take all the risk of pleasing you, 
and IJ do it. 

Makaroff Russian Cigarets are offered to connoisseurs (an- 
other name for cranks) on the basis of smoking quality 
alone. They have got to please you, as a particular smoker, 
better than anything you have ever smoked before, or I don’t 
want a cent. They are made of pure, clean, sweet tobacco, 
the finest and highest priced Russian and Turkish growths 
blended scientifically by our own Russian blenders. The 
Russians are the only real artists at cigaret blending—don’t 
forget that. 

These cigarets are blended, made and aged as old wines 
are by men with traditions of quality to live up to—men 
who have spent their lives at it and who have generations 
of experience back of them. 

Every cigaret is made by hand. Every one is inspected 
before packing. I pass personally on the smoking quality 
of every lot of tobacco blended. We use the thinnest paper 
ever put on a cigaret 


Special to 





Note this particularly—it’s a big point. These cigarets 
will leave in your office or apartments no trace of the odor 
usually associated with cigarets. I defy anybody who ap- 
proves the odor of any good smoke to object to the odor 
= these cigarets. (You know what the usual cigaret odor is 
ike.) 

Another thing — you can smoke these cigarets day in 
and day out without any of that nervousness or ill feeling 
which most smokers are familiar with as a result of ordi- 
nary cigaret smoking. This is straight talk and I mean it. 
These cigarets won’t hurt you and you owe it to yourself 
to find it out for yourself. 

‘he cigarets are packed in cedar boxes, one hundred to 
the box—done up like the finest cigars. 


Your Own Monogram 


in gold will be put on your cigarets just as soon as you 
have tried them out and want them regularly. 

I will gladly send you full information about these cig- 
arets, but talk is deaf and dumb compared with actually 
smoking them. Smoke is the final test. 


My Offer 


Send me your order for a trial hundred of the size and 
value you prefer. Try the cigarets—smoke the full hundred 
if you wish. If you don’t like them say so and your money 
will be instantly returned. You need not trouble to return 
any of the cigarets. I will take my chances on your giving 
any you don’t want to some one who will like them and 
who will order more. 

I knew that American connoisseurs would be quick to 
follow Europeans in recognizing the absolute superiority 
in smoking quality of Russian Cigarets. My sales prove it. 

If you wish to enjoy cigarets at their best, without injury 
to your health, to your own sense of refinement or that of 
your friends, tear out the coupon now, and get acquainted 
with real cigaret quality. 


Dealers 


I am spending a large appropriation each month in magazine advertising to emphasize the quality of 


these cigarets. 


I want one first-class dealer in every town of importance as distributer, and to such I 


will furnish Makaroffs packed it in boxes of ten and turn over a good business, established and growing. 


Write me, 


THE MAKAROFF 


COMPANY OF AMERICA 


(G. NELSON DOUGLAS) 
95 MILK STREET, BOSTON, MASS. SUITE 8 
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ries Values { $2.50, $4.00, $6.00 per 100 














CZAR SIZE 


' Above blends also made. in ladies 5 SIZE. Prices on application 


im a Bie on nae 


aw a circle around the price indicating your selection 


- $2.00, $3.00, $4.00 per 100 


Find enclosed remittance for $ 


please send me, prepaid, 
hereon. 


Name 





_in favor of G. Nelson Douglas for which 
hundred 


cigarettes of size and value indicated 











The Rerord-Appeal 


LUDINGTON, MICH. 


Dear Sir: Maka- 
roff special cigarettes 
are incomparable. I 
can say but little about 
them because they are 
so far superior to any 
other cigarettes I have 
ever smoked. I have 
placed my order with 
the secretary of the 
house committee. 


Yours truly, 
T. M. SAWYER. 








AMERICAN SMELTING 
AND REFINING CO. 


71 BROADWAY 
NEW YORK 


DANIEL GUGGENHEIM 
PRESIDENT 
Dear Sir: I have 
been using Makaroff 
Cigarettes for some 
time past, and have 
enjoyed smoking them 
in every instance. 
Yours truly, 
M. ROBERT 
GUGGENHEIM. 








J. 8. 4&J..M Cornette Co. 
IRON WORKS, NEW YORK 


Dear Sir: Thanks 
for promptness and the 
rare treat of an abso- 
lutely good cigaret. 

Please send by re- 
turn mail one hundred 
Makaroff Royals, 
“Czar” size, as per 
circular mailed me. 

Yours very truly, 


W. S. FowLeErR 








841 FOURTH STREET 
MILWAUKEE, wis 


Sir: The Makaroff 
Special Cigarettes you 
sent me some time ago 
exceed anything I ever 
smoked. 

It is very gratifying 
to know that it is possi- 
ble to obtain cigarettes 
in America which it is 
a real pleasure to 
smoke. 

Wishing you all the 
success you deserve, I 
remain, 

Sincerely yours, 

Sam. F. Hrrtz. 
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Pope Hartfor 


Model L 


PRICE, FULLY EQUIPPED, $2,750 
Extension Top, $150 Extra 


The purchaser of a POPE HARTFORD, MODEL L, makes 
no experiment. Every detail of its mechanical construction has 
been proved either by a season's actual use or by an extensive, 
practical test. Its design, equipment and finish embody the most 
approved ideas for artistic appearance and comfort and con- 
venience in travel. 


Be Wise and select the dependable machine on which you can 
rely for constant daily service. 


SPECIFICATIONS: 

MOTOR: Four cylinder; vertical; water cooled; all gears encased— 
valves all mechanically operated and interchangeable—25-30 horse-power. 
Carburetor special design, very flexible. Jump spark ignition. Provision for 
magneto. 

CLUTCH: Inverted cone type of large diameter. 

TRANSMISSION : Sliding gear type, with three speeds ahead and 
reverse. 

DRIVE: Through a propeller shaft, pinion and bevel gear to the rear axle. 


LUBRICATION : By a special oiler, located under the hood, driven by 
belt from the cam shaft, with sight feeds on the dash. 

FRONT AXLE: Solid forging made of special steel of the I-beam type. 
; REAR AXLE: Of solid steel running on large ball bearings in tubular 
sleeve. 

STEERING : Strictly irreversible. Worm and sector type. 

BRAKES : Two sets operated by foot pedals and side lever. 

CONTROL: Ignition and throttle levers on top of steering wheel, but 
not revolving with it. Gears changed by one hand lever. 

FRAME: Armored, similar to our Model F frame. 

BODY: Entirely new design, distinct and elegant. Double side entrance. 
Roomy tonneau, with large doors. 

HOOD: Improved design. Front guards overlapped and connected with 
the frame. 


WHEEL BASE: 102”. Tread 56”. 
WHEELS: 32x4” front and rear, running on large ball bearings. 
EQUIPMENT : Full set of lamps, horn, tools and floor mats. 


We exhibit in New York at Madison Square Garden only January 12-109. 


POPE MANUFACTURING CO. 


Hartford, Conn. 


Member Association Licensed Automobile Manufacturers 
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“Mr. Cromwell, I presume, is not at home?” 

‘“No, sir.” 

“You are Mrs. Cromwell?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

‘Well, I am from the recorder’s office. Here is the deed that was exe- 
cuted last week—in your name, I believe. Mr. Cromwell wished it sent 
around when it was recorded. Will you sign this receipt, madam ?” 

Mrs. Cromwell signed the paper, took the imposing envelope, and the 
young man bowed himself out. 

This must have been, she reflected, the transaction, or one of its ramifica- 
tions, in which her husband had “cleared up” five thousand dollars. 

“In your name, I believe.” 

The phrase stuck. It had a fascination for her. 

She sat down and tried to collect her thoughts. Instantly there came to 
her every detail of the incident that had occurred the week previous. At 
that time it conveyed no particular significance. Her husband had often 
used her before to sign papers—and she had done so without any thought 
of their import. This matter, however, suddenly became big with meaning. 

The fact was that Mr. Cromwell had recently purchased a piece of prop- 
erty, and, for reasons purely personal to himself, had placed it in his wife’s 
name—a proceeding not by any means unusual. He had taken her to a 
real estate office, where the title had passed. This paper, then, was the deed. 

She held the envelope a moment in her hand. Its formidable seal seemed 
to represent the very embodiment of her husband’s anger. It was addressed 
to Frank Cromwell, Esquire, in a clear hand. She had no right to open it. 

A woman’s curiosity, however, stood her backer. With trembling fingers 
she broke the seal. 

Her eyes blurred slightly as she read. But unfamiliar as she was with 
documents of this sort, she made out in unmistakable typewriting that she, 
Cora Cromwell, together with all her heirs and assigns, was “irrevocably” 
possessed of a certain property situate in and on a certain street in lines run- 
ning in certain precise directions. 

There are moments in the lives of each one of us when we are impelled 
irresistibly in one direction. Mrs. Cromwell was no exception. Her path 
seemed hewn out for her. She had to go that way. She could not help 
herself. f 

The name of a friend who was a lawyer rose instantly to her mind. He 
would know. Perhaps her husband had already done some business with 
him. She would, however, have to take that chance. 

She telephoned to Mr. Horton’s office. Yes, hewasin. He could see her 
in an hour. 

She lost no time. Armed with the paper, in forty minutes she appeared 
before Mr. Horton. ; 

‘Ah, good afternoon, Mrs. Cromwell. Take a chair. What service can I 
be to you?” 

Mrs. Cromwell handed him the deed. 

“‘Do I own that piece of property?” 

The legal eye devoured the document in a few sharp glances. 

“You most certainly do.” 

“How much is it worth?” 

“That, of course, I cannot say off-hand. It may be worth $30,000o— 
probably $25,000, as values are in that locality.” 

“Could I sell it, if I wanted to?” 

“You would probably have to wait. You might dispose of it at a sacri- 
fice, if you wished to sell immediately. Your husband is a good judge of 
those matters’’—— 

The lawyer looked at his visitor keenly. There was more to his question 
than appeared on the surface. 

“Possibly you have consulted him ?” 

Mrs. Cromwell, in spite of herself, felt her face grow red. But she gath- 
ered herself together. 

‘“No, Mr. Horton, I have not.” 

She looked at him firmly. 

“Tt is my property?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Then I will manage it myself. If I cannot sell it, perhaps” —— 

“You wish to raise money on it?” 

ot 

“Tf there is no mortgage—which is easily ascertained—there will be no 
difficulty. How much would you like?” 

Mrs. Cromwell hesitated. 

“‘Do—you—suppose—I could get—well, say, a hundred dollars?” 

Continued on page 690 
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STADEBAKER 


The Automobile with a 
reputation behind it 
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OF FAST, HEAVY CARS 
ON SEVERE CURVES 
AND WHEN SHARP 
SWERVES ARE NECES- 
SARY, DEPENDS ON THE 
CHARACTER OF THE 
TIRES. 


PENNSYLVANIA CLINCHER wee 


Price $3000 to $4000 According to Body 


RESORT to pyrotechnic methods for the sale of Studebaker 
automobiles could hardly be consistent with Studebaker 
history. Interesting as are the struggles of road racing 
machines for supremacy, they do not help in the choice of a 


de PO — Om — Onn} 


— RACING TYPE— ARE CONSTRUCTED WITH FLAT. 
CORRUGATED TREAD TO GRIP THE ROAD AND 
PREVENT SKIDDING, AND THEIR MATERIAL IS 


SO TOUGH AND RESILIENT.THAT THE SEVEREST touring car, any more than a cup yacht’s performance relates 
to the qualities of a cruising craft. That man will be in 
WRENCHING WILL NOT OVERSTRAIN THEM. sympathy with the Studebaker viewpoint who asks ‘“‘ What 
going to get out of this car?” 
THE FASTEST, MOST Model “ L ” has a record which will furnish an interesting 
: answer. Ask us about it. 

DURABLE TIRES MADE This car, as is true with every Studebaker production, was 
a “known quantity ”’ before we offered it to the public. No 
guesswork, no experiment about it—but a car well built, on 
PENNSYLVANIA RUBBER COMPANY well proved principles, for the rational motorist. It is a 
JEANNETTE, PA. successful attempt to achieve lightness and efficiency through 

simplicity. 
NEW YORK: 1741 Broadway ATLANTA, GA.: 102 N. Prior St. Storage battery, jump spark ignition with La Coste coil. 


CHICAGO: 1241 Michigan Av. BOSTON: 20 Park Square Vertical motor, 4 cylinders. Three speeds forward and one 
PHILADELPHIA: 615 N. Broad St. BUFFALO: 117 Main St. reverse. Weight 2 ,000 pounds. 

LONDON: 4 Snow Hill Each car thoroughly equipped with headlights, generator 
taillight, sidelights and horn, also the best tried out type of 
shock absorber, a ‘mateee placed tool box and irons for . 
carrying extra tires. 


THE Studebaker Electric Stanhope has earned a wide and 
honorable reputation. It is extensively used in cities 
on account of its convenience, graceful proportions and 
simplicity of control. It admirably serves the purposes of 
physicians, and provides a conveyance which women can 
operate. 

A Studebaker electric car can be driven by a novice through 
the streets without difficulty or danger. 

The Stanhope, like our other electric cars, has the distinctive 
Studebaker feature of location of both battery and motor 
above the springs. Its delightfully easy riding qualities are 
partly due to this arrangement. 

Four speeds from 3 to 14 miles J hour. Forward and 
backward speeds equally divided. ill carry two passengers 
over average streets, 40 miles on one charge. Steered by 
side lever; speed regulated by controller handle on the left. 
Has cut out switch, permitting leaving the. car unattended. 
Meter indicates energy in battery. Each car equipped with 
special close top; also set of necessary tools, tire pump, repair 
outfit and charging plug with 15 feet of cable. 

See our exhibit at Madison Square 
Garden, New York, Jan. 12th to 19th 
WRITE FOR OUR CATALOGUE 


STUDEBAKER AUTO- 
MOBILE COMPANY 


SOUTH BEND, IND. 
Meniromuiemss. Model 22b 
Stanhope 












































SHOCK ABSORBER 


TRADE MARK 


a4 0108 5 or. 
needs it 





STUDEBAKER 
BRANCH HOUSES: 
New York City Price $1250 
Chicago, Ill. 
Kansas City, Mo. 
Portland, Ore. 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Salt Lake City, Utah 
Denver, Colo. 
Dallas, Texas 


INSIST 
/ On Having Your 1907 Car Equipped 


GUARANTEED 


10,000 Miles Upon Original Adjustment 
AUTOMATICALLY LUBRICATED 


HARTFORD SUSPENSION COMPANY 
E. V. HARTFORD, Pres. Exhibits at All Shows 67 Vestry St., New York 
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A Sound Automobile Heart 


HE MOTOR is the HEART of an automobile. 
The Stoddard-Dayton motor—a distinctive feature of 

all our 1907 models—is an engine not only of power, but 
reliability. In thoro 

tests—exhaustive 

demonstrations —the 

Stoddard-Dayton eclipsed 

records made by other 

1907 machines and 

earned distinction as a 


Motoz of 
Wondezful 
Staying 
Qualities 


Intake side showing water pump, piston, connecting rod, 
valve, oiler ring and valve lifter with cage 


A creation of our own, made in our factory, equipped 
with the most modern machinery, by skilled motor 
builders, the motor of the 


SHtoddard-Dayton 


Automobile is in its entirety a refinement of the BEST:—A motor 
of absolute interchangeability, and possessing an extremely economical 
appetite for oil and gasoline—the things that count in the cost of 
maintenance. The plug is so located in our motor that plug fouling 
is not only of rare occurrence, but it is possible to get the best spark 
from the /east battery draw. 


Motoz Points Worth Knowing 


Our motor has 4 vertical cylinders—4§ x 5 inches—cast in pairs. Water jackets surround 
each cylinder and all valves. Cylinders bored and then ground are finally lapped with crude 
oil and ground glass, insuring a mirror finish. The mechanically operated valves are located 
on opposite sides. Valve pounding so common in motors is prevented in the Stoddard-Dayton 
by long bronze lijter cages. 


Quietness is certain, for all cam shafts and engine gears—the former of rawhide—are en- 
closed. Valve lifter studs, fitted with fiber discs are noiseless when the lifter strikes the 
valve stem—an exclusive Stoddard-Dayton idea of construction. 


Each piston—water-jacketed the entire length of the stroke—is fitted with three carefully 
machined piston rings. All the main engine bearings, of liberal dimensions, are of nickel 
babbitt, fitted with shims. The connecting rod bearings on crank shaft end are of babbitt 
with copper shims. Hardened sleeves and bushings are used in fitting upper or piston ends 
of connecting rods. 


Positive feed eccentric ring oil- 
ers, fitted to each crank shaft 
bearing—which is, therefore, not 
dependent upon splash lubrication 

insure long lije. A combustive 
balance results from all valve cams 
being set to the fraction of an inch, 
All valve lifters, cams, ete. sre 
absolutely balanced in weight, this, 
with an accurately ma- 
chined fly-wheel, gives a 
perfect, mechanically- 
balanced motor—the 
Leader in the class of de- 
pendable motors. 


Exhaust side showing pump In position and 
OPEN LOCATION OF VALVES. 


Send for our 1907 Book, 
which will give you an 
exhaustive description of 
all the valued features of 
our machines. Stoddard- 
Dayton cars among ex- 
pert motorists everywhere 
are rated BETTER than 
other cars costing more. 


THE DAYTON MOTOR CAR CO., DAYTON, OHIO 














The lawyer laughed outright. 

‘*A hundred dollars. Dear me, it wouldn’t be worth while to take such a 
small sum. Why, if the property is free, as I think it is—for I don’t believe 
your husband—who, I presume, bought it for you—has any mortgages on 
his property—excuse me—yours—then you can get $1,000, $5,000, $10,000 
or even more.” 

Mrs. Cromwell held her breath. 

But her mind rapidly readjusted itself. 

“Very well. I will take $5,000. How long”—— 

“*You wish it at once?” 

~—e. 2 

“T understand. I have a client who wishes to invest in a first mortgage. 
I happen to know about that property, as the transfer was made recently, 
and the title, I believe, was searched. I think I can make a quick job of it— 
say you come in to-morrow—at this hour.” 

“Very well.” 

That night, as Mrs. Cromwell sat at the dinner table with her husband, 
her face was calm and expressionless. She*had long since learned how to 
suppress herself. 

“I wonder,” said Cromwell, ‘‘where the deed is to that property I bought 
the other day.” 

He looked at his wife. 

“You haven’t seen it, have you?” 

“What do you mean?” 

‘“‘Why, they were to send it around by a clerk. It would be in a large 
envelope. It didn’t come, did it?” 

Mrs. Cromwell felt that the occasion justified a slight evasion of the truth. 
Ye moralists, ponder the problem, if you will. 

“‘Do you suppose,” she said with a touch of feigned asperity, ‘‘that if such 
a paper had come I wouldn’t have given it to you?” 

Her husband straightened up. 

“Certainly not. You needn’t get mad about it. Well, it ought to be here 
in a day or so; when it comes hang on to it.” 

“‘T most certainly will.” 

The next day, when Mrs. Cromwell appeared at Mr. Horton’s office, that 
gentleman greeted her with a bright smile. 

“Tt’s all right, Mrs. Cromwell. I was able to push the matter more 
rapidly than I really hoped. Here are the bond and deed. The mortgage 
has to be recorded and will come later. 

‘Better put those papers in a safe place. Now, how will you have the 
money? Here’s a certified check to your order.” 

His new client gazed at the slip of paper, which stated that a certain well- 
known bank would pay to her order five thousand dollars, with considerable 
doubt. She had never had a bank account in her life. Her husband had 
always managed those things. 

“Tf I could have the money,” she faltered. 

“Certainly. Indorse this, and I will send right over to my bank for it.” 

Thirty minutes later he handed her four one thousand dollar bills and the 
rest in hundreds and in fifties. 

The lady put the money in her reticule. 

She held out her hand. She was a changed person. There was no longer 
any hesitation about her. She was conscious of a new power. 

‘“Thank you for your promptness.” 

‘Don’t mention it. In case you should want to reinvest’’”——— 

“T shall most certainly let you know.” 

Hurrying home, she dropped into Mrs. Dimpleton’s. 

“My dear,” she said, ‘“‘have you done your shopping yet ?” 

“No, dear, I have been in hopes of hearing from you.” 

“You're so good. Well, I’m ready. Shall we start to-morrow morning?” 

“Yes, indeed. I’m so glad. I was afraid you were going to back out.” 

“You don’t know me.” 

The next morning, bright and early, the two women started out. 

‘Where shall we go first?” asked Mrs. Dimpleton. 

“To the furrier’s. I’m thinking of getting some sables. Nothing elabo- 
rate, you understand. Something simple.” 

Mrs. Dimpleton opened her eyes. 

‘Sables, did you say? Hudson Bay, I presume?” ; 

“Dear me, no. They are so tacky. The Russian for me—or nothing. 
And let us take a cab. I dislike so brushing up against a crowd.” 

In the cab Mrs. Dimpleton turned to her friend. 

“Did you really mean it about those sables?” she asked. “‘ Because I 
suppose I, too” —— 








Continued on page 692 
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FOR ACTUAL RESULTS—the 





OLDSMOBILE 


has a most consistent record—one you can't get away from. It’s the car that does things. It’s 
economical to buy—and satisfying to own. 

The Oldsmobile, Model “A,” Touring Car for 1907—a thoroughly tested car, built along the 
successful lines of Model “*S”’ for 1906, but with greater horse power, greater capacity and more 
finished quality, ; et 

Here are some of the practical, convincing reasons—conclusive evidence of the capacity of these cars. 


First. Touring Quality—demonstrated on the 
350 mile non-stop run made by a Model “‘A”’ from 
Detroit, Mich., to Cincinnati, O., in 14 hours and 
12 minutes, actual running time. This run was 
made on the high gear. When Cincinnati was 
reached the car was driven to the top of Vine St. 
Hill, still on the high gear. 

Second. Touring Quality—demonstrated bythe 
perfect score made on the Glidden Tourin compe- 
tition with cars costing more than doubleits price. 

Third. To prove how well the ca: had withstood 
the strain of the Glidden Tour the same car, No. 
was driven from Bretton Woods, N. H., to 
New York City without any adjustment or alter- 


Fifth. Vibration test won at the Open Air Show 
by carrying a pail of water brimming full, on the 
tonneau floor for 200 yards from a standing start, 
spilling but 3-8 of an inch on the way. 

Sixth. Motor endurance—demonstrated by the 
roo hour non-stop test made in Chicago. 

Seventh. Motor endurance—demonstrated by 
the 200 hour non-stop test made in Detroit. 

Eighth. Motor endurance—demonstrated by 
the roo hour non-stop test made in Cincinnati. 

Ninth. Hill-climbing ability—demonstrated at 
Crawford Notch, Mt. Washington, Twin Peak 
Hill Climb, California, and the New York- 











Poughkeepsie run. 

Tenth. Roadability—demonstrated by the 75 
mile run from New York to Poughkeepsie over 
difficult hilis and trying road conditions with the 
high speed lever sealed in. Also in the Santa 
Barbara, California, run, and the St. Catherines to 
Toronto,Canada, high-speed-lever-sealed-in run. 

Member 


tiie Dep c.”* OLDS MOTOR WORKS 2/°7") v. Lansing, Mich., U. S. A. 


ation, making a non-stop run of 505 miles through 
mud and rain in the record time of 21 hours and 
30 minutes actual running time, under the official 
observation of the A. A. A. committee. 

Fourth. Brake reliability—demonstrated in 
winning the brake contest at the Open Air Show 
in New York. 


It's the motorist of experience who most quickly recognizes that 
scientific design, and workmanship so precise that all vital parts are 
made to gauges which do not allow a variation to exceed a thousandth 
part of an inch, produce the highest degree of perfection and 
efficiency in an automobile motor. This. combined 
with utmost care in the production of 
every individual piece of the 
entire car, makes 



















able for its smooth 
and perfectly-balanced 
action, its ease of control, its comfort 
of nding. 30 h.p.; 50 miles an hour; $2,500. 
A demonstration will surprise you. 

Dealer’s name and booklet R sent on request 


Other Cadillacs are: Runabout, $800; Light Tour- 
ing Car, $950, f. o. b. Detroit; lamps not included 


CADILLAC MOTOR CAR CO.,., Detroit, Mich. 


Member A. L. A. M. 
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Why They Marned ELECTRIC STANHOPE | 
, The CAR of QUALITY | 
Get the book by that title and see for yourself. OE a a ae on | 
It’s by James Montgomery F lagg and contains fifty ation. ae and built ry a ~— —, 
h } tral hich tation. Finely finished and Particularly adapte 
pn “~~ qua Yains, every one of wnic. aii My Sales en, ed ner drive a COLUMBUS | 
means a earty augn. ELECTRIC it gives youa Distinctive Personality. Users 
75 Cents Postpaid report runs of over 84 Miles on one Battery Charge. 
Write for Booklet. Address Dept. P. 
LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY Automobile Dept., Columbus Buggy Co. 
17 West 31s Street : New York City Columbus, Olio 
= Will exhibit at Madison Sq., N. Y., and Chicago Shows 









































making electric automobiles. 


vehicle for town use. 








THE BAKER BROUGHAM. PRICE $4000.00 


Write for Catalog and Prices. 


COULD WE 
INSPIRE 
YOU WITH 
THE CON- 
FIDENCE WE 
HAVE IN 
BAKER 
ELECTRIC 
CARRIAGES 


Your 
Selection 
W ould Be 
Made 


Designed by electrical and mechanical experts, whose thoughts are 
concentrated upon Electric Vehicles. 

BAKERS are not offered as a side issue to which half thought and 
half time are given. The sole and single purpose of the BAKER fac- 
tory is the manufacture of BAKER ELECTRICS. 

Our new factory is the largest in the world devoted exclusively to 
We employ the choicest materials in 
every detail of their construction and finish, producing vehicles which 
in every minute particular cannot be equalled for thorough excellence. 

THE BAKER ELECTRIC BROUGHAM, our latest produc- 
tion, is the most exquisite creation known to the automobile world. It 
is absolutely correct in its appointments, noiseless, safe, speedy, power- 
ful and always ready—from every standpoint a dignified, perfect 
We also offer Imperials, Stanhopes, Suburbans, 
Victorias, Surreys, Depot Carriages and other new models to be an- 
nounced later. 


THE BAKER MOTOR VEHICLE CO., 10 Jessie St., Cleveland, 0. 





























The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co. , Wayne St., Akron, Ohio 


3oston, 261 Dartmouth St.; New York, cor. 
64th St. and "Ties adway ; 
cinnati, 317 E. sth St. 
Auselss, 932 S. Main St; 
ny & Co., "721 Golden Gate Ave.; Denver, 220 
; Detroit; 246 Jefferson Ave. 








Here is a statement from the last official re- 
ports of ¢ ire Association, showing the 
ercentage of replacements to output 
By all the leading tire manufacturers for eleven 
month. b bogening Sept. 1, 1905, and ending 
ug 


GOODYEAR ‘ 1.41% 
No. 2 é i 2.33 
No. 3 3.91 
No. 4 9.10 
No. 5 9.60 
No. 6 18.43 


Read this aati It tells 
its own story. It answers definitely 
and fully the heretofore open question 
—Which Automobile Tire is 
Really Best ? 








If you would know the details as to WHY it is 
better—more durable—more generally satisfactory every 
-ask us to send you our book of information, “How to 
Select an Auto-Tire.” 

Free and worth having—or step in at any branch and secure 


You may learn how to SAVE MONEY. 


Chicago, 82-84 Michigan Ave.; Cin- 
St. Louis, 712-714 Morgan St.; Los 
; Buffalo, 719 Main St. ; San Francisco, 








Which Auto Tire is REALLY BEST? 


——__——- Read this PROOF and KNOW 


The above is PROOF absolute and positive, taken direct from 
the actual books of the defunct Tire Association, that the 


Goodyear 
Detachable Auto-Tire 


is the best tire any motorist can buy. 


Goodyear 
Detachable 
Auto-Tire on 
Universal 
Rim 


























“Certainly, I meant it. I should say that for a thousand dollars” —— 
‘Then your hubby came around, did he?” 
Mrs. Cromwell smiled. She assumed a confidential air. 

*‘T must tell you something,” she said. ‘‘My husband is the most gener- 
ous of men.” 

“What!” 

“Oh, yes, indeed. Positively reckless.” 

“What do you mean?” ' ‘ 

‘Precisely what I say. It is 1 who am mean. You see it wouldn’t do for 
us both to be extravagant, and so for years now I have repressed myself. It 
was dreadful of me, wasn’t it, to make people think he didn’t give me any- 
thing? But you know I felt that we ought to save. Now”—— 

Mrs. Dimpleton clutched her friend’s arm in her surprise. 

“I’m so glad it’s that way,” she exclaimed. ‘“‘How we have been de- 
ceived in him! Do you know, I just couldn’t tell you all the cross, horrid 
things I’ve said about him. How he has ground you down—and in other 
ways he is such a nice fellow. It seemed such a shame. Oh, I’m so glad it 
isn’t true. And you, you dear deceitful thing, it’s you who have done it all.” 

“‘T know it. Wasn’t it horrid of me? But I’ve reformed. You showed me 
up a little the other day, you know, and I just said to myself, ‘I will break 
loose,’ and I’m going to do it. I’m not going to deny myself any more.” 

Mrs. Dimpleton had occasion to open her eyes still further during the 
course of the day. 

With $5,000 in her wallet, a woman whose cravings have been pent up 
for years can have a fairly good time. And Mrs. Cromwell, to put it in Dim- 
pleton’s language when he heard of it, was on a real ‘‘financial jag.” 

When she got home that night she was more than usually tired. She had 
had, to say the least, ‘‘a day of it.” 

Packages had begun to arrive early in the afternoon. They were still 
coming in. Delivery wagons were arriving and departing in a stream. 

Mrs. Cromwell’s waitress, who had spent most of her time answering the 
door-bell, was almost prostrated with the unusual excitement. She never 
had seen anything like it before. 

Parcels were everywhere. They filled the front hall. They had drifted up 
the stairway and threatened the upper floors. 

Complete master of the situation, Mrs. Cromwell gave orders for their 
distribution. Boxes were uncovered. Paper was being torn away. There 
was a plethora of string, broken and cut, over all. 

In the midst of this scene of confusion, the door suddenly opened, and 
Cromwell, bowed to by two delivery men as they made way for him, 
entered. 

Mrs. Cromwell gazed up at him with a friendly smile. Speechless with 
astonishment, he looked at her for some moments in the utmost amazement. 
His eye ranged over a set of sables thrown carelessly over a chair, at a 
magnificent Persian rug half unrolled, at a table covered with cut glass, at 
rolls of chrysanthemum linen, Japanese counterpanes of exquisite silk, 
Oriental vases still dirty with straw, and at a hundred other articles of 
luxury. (Mrs. Cromwell explained afterward that “‘the silver hadn’t come, 
as it had to be marked.”’) 

At last he found voice to speak. 

‘Do you mean to say,” he almost whispered, “‘that you got all this for a 
hundred dollars? If you did, you’re a wonder. What’s happened, anyway? 
Have you bought out an auction? Maybe they’ve gotten the wrong house. 
Is it all a dream ?” 

Mrs. Cromwell went on unpacking. 

‘Those are a few little things I got to-day, darling,” she said. ‘You told 
me to get them all at once, you know, so as not to have anything afterward. 
Wasn’t that right, dearest ?” 

Cromwell took several deep breaths. Then he waded around among the 
packages and took a more minute survey of them. His inspection finished, 
he turned to his wife. His voice was calm—calm with an unutterable rage. 

“‘Let’s go up-stairs,” he said, ‘‘and settle this thing.” 

They faced each other in the frank bedroom—the one that Mrs. Cromwell 
had just bought $200 worth of furnishings for. 

“How much have you spent?” 

‘“‘Now, you know, my dear, I never was much good at figures. I’ve 
bought a few little things—necessities. But perhaps I’ve spent two or three 
thousand—I really don’t believe it’s any more than this.” 

‘What right, in heaven’s name, had you to squander my money?” 
**T didn’t.” 
**Whose was it, then?” 
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Gillette Safety Razors are always 
“good-tempered” in the morning. 


So are their users. 


The Ideal Xmas Gift for “him.” 





Most of ‘his’? friends have the standard ‘‘triple-silver’” set at $5. 


There’s a beavy gold plate style at $10 and a sterling silver style at $72, 
which are the EDITIONS DE LUXE—in princely velvet-lined leather 
cases as befit the finest types of the finest razor. 


Order direct of us if your dealer basn’t them, 


GILLETTE SALES COMPANY 
228 TIMES BUILDING 
NEW YORK 






































“Without exception the best Toilet Perfume made” 
THE GENUINE 


MURRAY & LANMAN’S 


FLORIDA WATER 


Anacceptable gift at all S . but ially appropriate as 
a Christmas Box | 


Be sure you get the genuine Murray & Lanman’s 






























Proved best in 1906 


See our records 


Improved for 1907 


See the Car $4500 


The Advance Booklet 

now ready describes 

the new model mi- 

nutely. Sent free on 

request. 
F. B. STEARNS CO., Members A.L,A.M., 2990 Euclid Ave., Cleveland, 0, 
New York, Broadway at 56th ae 1328 Michigan Ave. 
Philadelphia, 319 N. Broad St. Boston, A. E. Morrison Co. 


St. Louis, 5023 Delmar Blvd. Pittsburg, Euclid Ave. & Baum St. 
Cincinnati, 6c8 Broadway. San Francisco, 365 Fell St. 
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Scott’ s Emulsion 


—a nerve nutriment. Odd how 
one’s capacity for good fellowship 
isn’t always the same. Some days 
it’s an effort to be gay and 
vivacious. The nerves are just 
a bit tired, the play doesn’t 
quite amuse, the dance is a slight 


bore. Add 
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Scott’ s Emulsion 


to your daily regimen and note 
the marvelous change. Fagged 
out nerves—fed, not stimulated— 
take on a new tone, the whole 
body feels invigorated, there is 
renewed pleasure in life and 
companionship. And these effects 
are permanent. 
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ALL DRUGGISTS; 50c. AND $1.00. 
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Established 
Halj a Century 


Registered 
Trade-Mark 





Holiday 
Handkerchiefs 


At “The Linen Store” 


UR CHRISTMAS sstock is ready, and 
selections can now be made to the very best 
advantage. Practically every desirable style 

in Lace Trimmed, Embroidered and Scalloped edge 
goods, as well as every desirable size and width of 
hem in Hemstitched Handkerchiefs, are included in 
the present assortment. The principal lines may be 
summarized as follows: 


Hemstitched Handkerchiefs: 


In these we show almost twenty different sizes, including 
every width of hem from $ inch to 14 inch, and a great 
variety of weights, ranging from serviceable cambric to the 
sheerest and daintiest lawn. 

Ladies’ or Men’s sizes: 

At 12¢c., 25c., 40c., 50c., 75c., $1.00, 1.50, 2.00 and up to 
$4.00 each. 


Hand Embroidered Initial Handkerchiefs: 


With 4, } or $ inch hems. Beautifully hand embroidered, 
in a wide variety of styles—Script, Old English, Block and 
other desirable letters. 

Ladies’ or Men’s sizes: 

At 25¢., 35¢-, 40C., 50¢., 75c., $1.00, 1.50 each. 


Embroidered and Lace Trimmed Handkerchiefs : 
The assortment in these is exceptionally large, including 
over one hundred selected styles at the popular price of 25c. 
Finer Hand Embroidered French Handkerchiefs at from 
50c. to $75.00 each. Real Valenciennes, Duchesse and 
Point Lace Handkerchiefs at $1.00, 2.00, 3.00, 5.00 and 
up to $100 each. Armenian Lace trimmed Handkerchiefs, 
50c., 75c., and $1.25 each—and many other novelties at 
popular prices. 


Mail Orders: 


Each year we supply thousands of dozens of Handkerchiefs 
by mail, and we have a special department for this purpose. 
If it is desired to have initials or monograms embroidered 


to order on Handkerchiefs, we suggest that orders be sent 


in atonce, so as to insure prompt delivery and careful work. 


James McCutcheon & Co. 


14 West 23d Street, New York 























“Yours!” 

“Certainly.” 

‘Where did you get it?” 

“You are inquisitive. What right have you to inquire into my own 
affairs? I never did that to you.” 

‘Right! Umph. I demand to know.” 

“T have no special objection to telling you. I mortgaged some of my 
property.” 

“Your property? Where?” 

‘Why, it’s on the corner of—I really have forgotten just where. There 
are lines running in all directions. Really, my dear, you mustn’t bother me 
with such infinitesimal details. It’s quite annoying.” 

“May I ask, madam, now that you are so extremely courteous as to 
inform me of your affair, how you acquired this—property ?” 

“Certainly. Don’t you remember—you were so kind and thoughtful an‘! 
generous as to turn it over to me. Don’t you remember?” 

“‘What! You don’t mean that you have deliberately used that dee? 
Why, that place wasn’t yours. I merely had it put in your name. You— 
can’t—mean—that—you”—— 

“Why not? It is mine.” 

“Yours! You have dared to” 

“T have dared to use that which rightfully belonged to me.” 

Her husband, thoroughly overwhelmed by the situation, sank back into a 
chair. His face successively turned almost all the colors of the spectrum. 

“T can’t believe it,’ he groaned. ‘This is frightful. You—robbed 
me.” 

Mrs. Cromwell turned toward him with the smile that never deserted her. 

“Nonsense,” she replied. “‘My dear, do you know that it’s your own 
fault?” 

““My fault?” 

‘Certainly. You see, you did not take the precaution of making a bar- 
gain with me before we were married. You assumed, you dear, sweet 
unsophisticated thing, to marry me for a wife. But in reality you wanted me 
for a housekeeper. Now, there is an immense difference between a wife and 
a housekeeper. A wife is a person to be loved, to be respected and to care for 
properly, with the means at your disposal—share and share alike. But a 
housekeeper, my dear, always has a price of her own. Sometimes it’s more, 
sometimes it’s less, according to her business ability. My business ability is 
much larger than you have given me credit for. I can put through a real 
estate deal as well as you—when I have to. Now, my dear, you neglected 
the little formality of asking my terms beforehand. You thought you were 
getting me at a bargain. Just think, if you had only known, you might have 
gotten a good, respectable woman for $30 a month. But, of course, I come 
higher than that. I’m a finer grade. I estimate my services to you—to- 
gether with the damages to my self-respect, covering ten years—at about 
$25,000, which I believe is the value of the property you were so thoughtful 
as to deed over to me. And now, what are you going to do about it?” 

For a long time her husband, utterly crushed, no longer her lord and 
master of the past, sat in deep thought. 

Finally he rose, walked over to her and put his hands on her shoulder. 
A great change had come over him. 

“Dora,” he said, “‘for the first time in my life, I realize that you are my 
superior. You are right. You have me! And, now, will you forgive me for 
the past and be my wife—share and share alike ?” 

Two weeks later, at a little card party given at Mrs. Dimpleton’s, Mrs. 
Cromwell came face to face with her lawyer, Mr. Horton. She drew him 
aside. 

“Mr. Horton, there has been something I wanted to ask you ever since 
that day in your office. I trust you will not think me too impertinent. But I 
have a real curiosity to know.” 

“Certainly, my dear Mrs. Cromwell. I should be most happy to en- 
lighten you.” 

“You may remember that you looked at me quite sharply—almost 
fiercely, as I now recall it—and asked me point-blank if in that little mattero! 
the deed I had consulted my husband. Why did you ask me that, Mr. 
Horton?” 

Mr. Horton smiled a strange, peculiar, somewhat embarrassed smile. 

There is really as much chivalry in the legal profession as in any other. 

“Because, my dear Mrs. Cromwell,”’ he replied, “I thought if you hadn't 
consulted him—if he didn’t know anything about it—that I would make it 
my business not to let him find out.” Tom Masson. 












































Johann Maria 
Farina Cologne 


is the original and only genuine cologne. You cannot 
buy a preparation of the same composition under any 
other name. The formula is a secret one that has been 
kept in one branch of the Farina family for over 200 
years; it never has been disclosed to an outsider. 
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le Agents for the United States 
__ Messrs. Schieffelin & Co, 





The trade-mark above is closely counterfeited by imi- 
tators save for the name of the United States Agents, 
Messrs. Schieffelin & Co., New York, which is printed 
in red at the lower left hand corner of the label. Be 
sure that the bottle you get has that name on it, also note 
the word Gegenuber in the second line. To assist in 
remembering it, cut out the facsimile. 


The genuine Johann Maria Farina Eau de Cologne is put up in three 
styles and shapes of bottles, which are shown here. There is a delicacy 
and an invigorating quality in the fragrance of the genuine that no 
imitation has. Its odor is also more lasting. 

Sond for Free Booklet, “The Perfume of Royalty,” which gives the story 
ofits manufacture and complete means of identification, also all sizes 
and styles of bottles. If your dealer does not supply the genuine, write 
us and we will tell you how to get it. 


Schieffelin & Co., New York °° it820'si22.* | 
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DOSE: 


The Secret of a Healthy and Beautiful Skin 
A perfect complexion is assured to all who use this Soap. Its 
transparency is a sign of its purity. 
FERD. MULHENS, Cologne o/R, Germany 
MULHENS & KROPFF, 298 Broadway, New York 
Send 15 cents in stamps for a fud/ size sample cake 




















Old Mr. Moon: LAND SAKES, HEPSY, I'VE SEEN QUEER SKIRTS IN MY TIME, BUT, BY JING, 
THAT’S THE THINNEST THING I’VE SEEN YET! 


Took Their Sadness Pleasurably 


TS late Lady Curzon, formerly Miss Leiter, of Chicago, when Vice-reine 
of India, had a hobby for collecting specimens of ‘‘ Baboo English,” the 
imperfect English spoken or written by the natives. The following from a 
native firm in Bombay is a good specimen. Two brothers are notifying 
their customers of the death of their father: ‘‘Gentlemen, We have the 
pleasure to inform you that our respected father departed this life on the 
roth inst. Hjs business will be conducted by his beloved sons, whose names 
are given below. The opium market is quiet and stationary at fifteen hun- 
dred rupees a chest. Oh death, where is thy sting? Oh grave, where is thy 
victory? We remain, etc.”—Woman. 


OHN FISKE, the American historian, was an ardent lover of music and 

himself no mean musician. Furthermore, he was extremely corpulent 
and felt the hot weather painfully. He was once delivering a course of 
lectures at a summer school in a small city of the middle West. The heat was 
terrific and adjoining the house where the lecturer stayed was a church 
where an ill-matched but zealous “‘quartet” practised and performed during 
all hours of the torrid afternoons and evenings. One evening, seeing the 
famous man sit for a time unoccupied and apparently oppressed by this 
combined affliction, the young daughter of his hostess attempted to divert 
him by offering him a new novel, then just becoming popular. 

“T think ‘The Choir Invisible’ is perfectly splendid, Mr. Fiske,” said she. 
**Wouldn’t you like to read it ?” 

The historian put the book aside. ‘‘My dear young lady,” said he, “‘the 
only choir in the world in which I could feel any interest at this moment 
would be the choir inaudible.””—Argonaut. 


A Resigned Advertiser 


WIDOWER living in a village near Cambridge is advertising for a 

wife : ‘Advertiser (widower) desires to find good wife. She must be 
Church of England and a communicant ; aged from forty upward ; able to 
build her own house, as advertiser is in possession of good one ; no encum- 
brances. Advertiser feels himself very lonely in the world through what 
could not be avoided. God’s will be done on earth and in heaven. None 
need apply except in own handwriting.” —London Globe. 


Test for the Superstitious 


H® : Now that I have your answer, my darling Elizabeth, let me ask you 
one question. Are you superstitious ? 

SHE: Superstitious? Why do you ask, Franz? 

“That I can only tell you when you have answered my question.” 

‘*Well, then, I am not in the least superstitious.” 

(Greatly delighted): “Then I may tell you. You are my thirteenth 
fiancée.” —Wiener Salonwitzblatt. 
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AMERICA'S BEST UNDERWEAR 
The Perfect-Fitting, Popular-Priced 


MUNSING UNION SUITS 








In QUALITY | 
FINE ENOUGH TO 
SUIT THE 
MOST FASTIDIOUS | 





In COST 
SO MODERATE 
THEY MAY BE EN- 
JOYED BY ALL 


SATISFACTION 
IN 
EVERY 
THREAD 





For Style Book and Samples of Fabric address 


THE NORTHWESTERN KNITTING CO. 
| 215 LYNDALE AVE. No., MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 
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Proclamation 


Be tt Anown to those who desire to remember their friends, 


relatives and admirers with cigarettes during the Holidays that a sugges- 
tion for critical discrimination in your selection will be appreciated by the 
receivers of your compliments. 

The PALL MALL is the highest quality cigarette manufactured any- 
where in the world. 

They are the accepted cigarette luxury of, and the vogue among, 
connoisseurs, and the Oriental tobaccos of which they are made are 
selected with the greatest care from the highest class obtainable and are 
such as furnished to the courts of Europe. 

The PALL MALL Cigarettes are packaged in special Christmas boxes 
containing either 50 or 100 cigarettes each, and H. 1. M. THE KING’S 
SIZE are also similarly packaged. 

They can be obtained from all high class tobacconists and grocers, 
or they will be sent prepaid at the following prices: 


Boxes of 50 PALL MALL . - $1.25 
Boxes of 100 PALL MALL . - : - - 2.50 
Boxes of 50 PALL MALL, H. I. M. THE KING’S SIZE 1.75 


Boxes of 100 PALL MALL, H. I. M. THE KING’S S/ZE 3.50 


142 WEST 21st STREET, NEW YORK 


The Stability 
The Finish 


The unquestioned 


Style 


of a 


Knox Hat 


make it at once 


The Most Satisfactory 
and Economical of 


investments 





Knox silk hats are becoming 
for every height 


























GENTLEMEN 


Who dress for style, neatness 
and comfort wear the improved 


BOSTON 
GARTER 


THE RECOGNIZED STANDARD 


f <u the.Name is Luk 


stamped on every 
CUSHION 


loop— 
BUTTON 


CLASP 


LIES FLAT TO THE LEG—NEVER 
SLIPS, TEARS NOR UNFASTENS 


Sample pair, Silk soc., Cotton 25¢. 
Mailed on receipt of price 


GEO. FROST CoO., Makers 


BOSTON, MASS., U.S. A. 


ALWAYS EASY 
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There is probably not a club 
in the world where men of 
taste gather—in Yokohama, 
Calcutta, Paris, St. Peters- 
burg, London or New York 
—where the name 





is not a synonym for the best 
cigarette that can be had. 


Every nation, except the 
United States, buys at prac- 
tically the same price the 
“Nestor” Cigarette made in 
Egypt. Therefore we have 
duplicated our Cairo factory 
in Boston and,are making 
for Americans a cigarette 
which is just as good as the 
one made in Cairo. 


It sells at 25 cents for 10 


NESTOR GIANACLIS Co. 





Cairo BOSTON London 










“NESTOR” 
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AFTER THE EXPLOSION 


Owner: AND YOU SAID YOU KNEW THE WHOLE THING FROM “A” To “z!” 
Chauffeur: oH, NO! 1 SAID FROM “A” TO “Cc.” 


Joyous 
ISITOR (00 artist’s young wife): Whatever were youtwo laughing over 
so just now? 
Wire : Oh, it was such fun! My husband painted and I cooked, and then 
we both guessed what the things were meant for.—Fliegende Blaetter. 





FTER Governor Stokes, of New Jersey, had signed the beneficent 
‘Barber Act,” a bill that will do much to prevent the future watering 
of stocks, a Trenton statesman said to him: 

‘‘So-and-so, the millionaire, was sure you would not sign this act. He isa 
conceited chap. He believes that his way of thinking is always the right 
way.” 

“He is conceited, truly,” said the Governor, smiling. ‘‘He reminds me of 
another conceited man I used to know. 

“Two mutual friends sat near this man at luncheon one day. 

‘What makes him look so glum this morning?’ said the first. 

‘Why,’ said the other, ‘he visited an Egyptian palmist last night, and the 
fellow told him his wife would marry twice and the second husband would 
be a remarkably fine chap.’ 

***Aha! He thinks that rather a reflection on himself, eh ?’ 

***Not at all. He thinks his wife was married before and never told him.’ 
—Buffalo Enquirer. 


” 





STATELY and venerable professor one morning, being unable to 
attend to his class on account of a cold, wrote on the blackboard: 
“Dr. Dash, through indisposition, is unable to attend to his classes 
to-day.” 
The students erased one letter in this notice, making it read: 
“Dr. Dash, through indisposition, is unable to attend to his lasses to-day.” 
But it happened a few minutes later that the professor returned for a box 
he had forgotten. Amid a roar of laughter he detected the change in his 
notice, and, approaching the blackboard, calmly erased one letter in his turn. 
Now the notice read: 
“‘Dr. Dash, through indisposition, is unable to attend to his asses to-day.” 
—Argonaut. 





_ in the world did you happen to be run over by the automobile?” 
“T was trying to dodge the ballast that the balloonist was throwing 
down.”’—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


— LAWRENCE, husband of one of the “suffragettes” im- 
prisoned in London, has promised to subscribe £10 a day to the 
woman’s suffrage fund for every day his wife remains in jail. Whether Mr. 
Lawrence is actuated by sympathy or gratitude, deponent saith not.—New 
York Tribune. 
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LIQUEUR 


PERES 
CHARTREUX 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 


THIS FAMOUS CORDIAL, KNOWN AS 
CHARTREUSE, HAS FOR CENTURIES 
BEEN THE PREFERRED AFTER-DIN- 
NER LIQUEUR OF POLITE SOCIETY. 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés, 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
Sole Agents for United States. 























FADS 
FREAKS 
FANCIES 
FLASHES 


HAVE THEIR BRIEF DAY 
THEN FALL BY THE WAY BUT 


HUNTER RYE 


WAS FIRMLY FOUNDED ON THE ROCK OF REPU- 
TATION AND PUBLIC FAVOR MORE THAN FIFTY 
YEARS AGO AND IS TO-DAY THE MOST POPULAR 
WHISKEY ON THE AMERICAN CONTINENT 





Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM.LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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Going to 
California? 


How about the question of train and 
route? If your only object is to get there 
somehow it matters little which line you 
select. . 

If you want the highest degree of lux- 
ury, the climatic advantages of the most 
southerly route and the lowest altitudes, 
you will choose the 


Golden State 
Limited 200 


Daily from: Chicago, St. Louis and 
Kansas City to Los Angeles, Santa Bar- 
bara and San Francisco, commencing 
early in, December. 

Entirely new throughout, this season. 
Drawing-room and Compartment Pull- 
mans, Mission-style Diner and unique 
Mission-style Buffet-Library-Observation 


Car. 
All the comforts of a club. 








Welfare of 





ladies and children carefully provided for. 


Rock 


Send for beautifully illustrated 
descriptive booklet. 


JOHN SEBASTIAN 
Passenger Traffic Manager. 
CHICAGO 


Island 























Going Away This Winter ? 


We include pretty nearly 


every place of attraction 
in one or more of our 


select parties (California, 
Florida, West 
Indies, Europe, Orient, etc.). 


Mexico, 


Travel with party or not, 
as you please. We shall 
be glad to send booklets. 


Railroad and Steamship 
Tickets Everywhere 


Raymond @ Whitcomb Co. 


New York: 25 Union Square Philadelphia: 1005 Chestnut St. 
Boston: 306 Washington St. Pittsburg: Park Bldg., Fifth Ave. 
Chicago: 133 E. Jackson Boulevard, and Other Large Cities. 
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PINEHURST 


NORTH CAROLINA 
Founded by James W. Turts 
AN IDEAL RESORT where the perfection of a winter climate 
is found under perfect sanitary and healthful conditions. Lovers 
of out-of-doors life find recreation offered on the two best Golf 
Courses in the South; a 35,000 acre shooting preserve with guides 
and trained dogs to be had; tennis on six perfectly kept courts and 
a large livery of selected saddle horses. Accommodations at four 
hotels and fifty-two cottages. Consumptives positively excluded. 


Thorough Pullman Service via Seaboard Air Line or Southern Railway. Only one 
night out from New York, Boston and Cincinnati. Send for literature, illustrat- 
ing the out-of-door features of Pinehurst and giving full details of its attractions 
at nearest railroad offices or 


Address 
Booking Office, PINEHURST, North Carolina 


or Leonarp Turts, Owner, Boston, Mass. 




















UNITED 
FRUIT 
COMPANY 


Announce Three Special Trips to 


JAMAICA | 


And Retum, including all Necessary Expenses 


$85. to $100. Duration 19 Days 


Upon the magnificent Admiral steamers, thus giving the 
tourist or the city weary an exceptional opportunity to 
visit the Gem of the West Indies under ideal conditions. 
Sailing Dates: Leave BOSTON Dec. 12, 19 and 26, 
at 10a. m., rate $100. Leave PHI LADELPHIA Dec. 
13, 20 and 27, at 10a. m., rate $100. Leav ing Balti- 
more on —_ ot the Line » Dec. 12, 19 and 26, 
rate $85.00 
: ITINERARY. — Leave Boston, Philadelphia or Balti- 
more on dates specified above, Port Antonio (stopping at 
Hotel Titchfield), with drives to Annota Bay, Castleton 
Gardens, Kingston (stopping at Constant Spring or 
Myrtle Bank otel), Morant Bay and Bowden, returning 
to Boston or Philadelphia. 


=~ 


> 


While at Port Antonio side trips covering Windsor, f 
Burlington, Swift River, Blue Hole, and a rafting trip on | 
river Rio Grande have been arranged for . mag = 
REGULAR SERVICE,.—The fleet of ADMIRAL — (ea 


STEAMERS also maintain a regular service, leaving 
Boston and Philadelphia each week. 

We will send free ‘‘A Happy Month in Jamaica,” a beautifully illustated book, also 
“The Golden Caribbean,” our monthly paper, giving valuable information to the traveler. 
Address local tourist agents, or 


UNITED FRUIT COMPANY, F. S. JOPP, Gen. Pass. Agt., Long Wharf, Boston 
































A fast transcontinental train, daily between St. Paul and Minneapolis 
and North Pacific Coast points. 


Experienced travelers agree that no journey could be pleasanter or 
any train finer than this. Through dining car, Pullman standard 
and tourist sleeping cars; unique observation car, with buffet, 
barber shop, hot and cold baths, library, and current periodicals. 


"The North Coast Limited"—a beautiful booklet, sent free on requett. 
Send six cents for "WONDERLAND 1906." 
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The standard of cigarette quality among 
critical smokers. The call for > is always 
a countersign of good taste. 











MY i Mya a me ig | wes | 
Designs by the best of Life’s Artists—R. M. Crosby, Herbert Johnson, W. B. King, 2 as GY | 
Balfour Ker, Bayard Jones, Henry Hutt, C. Clyde Squires. : a “a ‘a : 
Life’s Calendar a \ DEITIES 


A combination of drawings and remarques artistically printed in two "\ CIGARETTES 
colors, on cardboard 12%4 x 15% inches, the thirteen sheets tied to- a are now, as ever, the unhesitating choice of 
gether with red silk cord and prettily boxed. The great variety of 4 thooe oe deena the best. The recognized 
drawings reproduced in this calendar makes it particularly attractive. “standard of luxury” in smoking—zo better 
’ cigarettes have ever beep produced. 

$2.00 Each Postpaid , 8 = abagoen 


i No. 1 Size 10 for 35c. 
LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 17 W. Thirty-First St., N. Y. No. 3 Size 10 for 25c. 


— f S. ANARGYROS, Mfr., 111 Fifth Ave., N. ¥. 


Egyptian Scenes—A Typical Avenue in Thebes 
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TOUR of ALL MEXICO 


Under Escort of REAU CAMPBELL, Gen. Mgr. 
THE AMERICAN TOURIST ASSOCIATION 


A Private Train of Pullman Wide Vestibule Cars, Drawing Rooms, 
Compartments, Parlor, Library, Music Room, with the 


LARGEST DINING CAR IN 
THE WORLD x, 

‘Open Top 
Car Chililitli 







The only observation car that really and truly observes, going via IRON MOUNTAIN 
ROUTE. Leisurely itinerary, with long stops, including 3 CIRCLE TOURS in the 
TROPICS and to the RUINED CITIES in the SOUTH of MEXICO. All distasteful 
personally conducted features eliminated. Exclusive and independent movement 
assured. Tickets include all expenses everywhere. Address 


THE AMERICAN TOURIST ASSOCIATION + 1418 Marquette Building, CHICAGO 


and Agents Iron Mountain Route. H.C. TOWNSEND, G. P. & T. Agt., St. Louis, Mo. 








IT’S SUMMER NOW IN 


JAMAICA 


Our illustrated booklet “Jamaica and the Spanish Main’’ describes 
this attractive and delightful Winter Resort with its splendid hotels, 
etc., reached in about four and one-half days by the superb twin- 
screw steamers, Prinzessin Victoria Luise, and new steamers Prinz 
Aug. Wilhelm, Prinz Joachim, Prinz Waldemar, Prinz Eitel 


Friedrich, Sarina and Siberia, etc., etc. 


Rates from $5.00 per day upward. Address 


HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE 


35 and 37 Broadway, N. Y.; 1229 Walnut St., Philadelphia, Pa.; 159 Randolph 
St., Chicago, Ill.; 90 State St., Boston, Mass.; 908 Market St., San Francisco, Cal., 
and 901 Olive Street, St. Louis, Mo. 





Agencies in all Large Cities 
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TIME FOR CHRISTMAS DINNER 


J ICHOLAS LONGWORTH went to the western end of his county to 
become acquainted and to capture votes. Now, the town of Harrison is 

partly in Indiana and partly in Ohio. Going to a store, Mr. Longworth 
made himself very agreeable, bought cigars for the crowd, jollied every one, 
and then asked them to vote for him. There was a long, loud laugh, and 
when it was over the Ohioan asked: 

**What is so funny ?” 

“Oh, nothing,” remarked the proprietor, “‘except that you are on the 
Indiana side of the street. Your Ohio voters are across the way.”— 
Argonaut. 


ER: I do wish these opera singers would pronounce their words more 
distinctly. I can’t understand a thing they say. 
Hr: Don’t go borrowing trouble—you’re dead in luck. I’ve read the 
libretto.—Cleveland Leader. 


Squirrel Robbed the Mail 


HE robbing of the United States mail by a squirrel was a most un- 
usual incident which occurred in this city to-day. 

Martin Daszkowski, one of the oldest mail carriers in the city, was on 
his regular rounds and had among his mail to be delivered an advertising 
card to which was attached a large walnut, inside of which was the matter 
advertised. A little squirrel, of which there are many in Winona, seeing the 
nut, jumped upon Mr. Daszkowski’s shoulder and running down his arm 
with lightning speed, took the nut and card from his hand and then climbed 
a near-by tree, where it investigated the contents of the nut. 

Fortunately, upon discovering that the nut was not the kind it wanted, 
the squirrel dropped it and the card without damaging either, and they 
were later delivered to the proper address.—W inona Corres pondence St. Paul 


Dispatch. 
A Stockyard 


WAG who thought to have a joke at the expense of an Irish pro- 
vision dealer said, ‘‘Can you supply me with a yard of pork ?”’ 
“John,” said the dealer to his assistant, “give this gentleman three pig’s 
feet.”’—Sacred Heart Review. 





Humor of a Paris Sunday 


Ble Compulsory Closing Act is developing the humorous _ sense 
of Parisians. The other Sunday a well-known haberdasher’s shop 
had its windows beautifully dressed with cravats of every conceivable color 
and description. 

‘“‘Exceptional opportunity! All these ties only 15c. each. For to-day 
only.” But the door of the shop was closed and bolted. The next 
morning would-be customers flocked to it to buy some of the wonderful 
ties, only to learn that the notice no longer held good. This reminds one 
of the barber who advertised: ‘Customers will be shaved free of charge 
to-morrow.” —Paris Intransigeant. 
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It is like the unfolding of ~ te | 


~ Nature’s Wonderbook to travel 
through California—that land where 
glorious climate and scenic beauty hold 
every visitor under a spell of enchantment. 
This is the time to go; this is the way—The 


Overland Limited 


on the ===: 


Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Railway 


The new composite-observation cars, owned 
and operated by this railway, are acknowledged 
to be the most beautiful ever in service. The 
sleeping and dining service is so efficient and 
complete that there is nothing to be desired. 
The train is steam-heated, electric-lighted and 
vestibuled throughout, and makes the run from 
Chicago to San Francisco and Los Angeles in 
less than three days. 
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The Overland Limited leaves Union Passenger Station, 
Chicago, 8 P.M. daily. Tourist Sleepers at 10.25 P. M. Secure 
free literature by addressing F A. MILLER, G.P.A., Chicago, 
or W.S. HOWELL, G.E.A., 381 Broadway, New York. 
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(A BLEND OF OLD GLENLI fide OTHER WHISKIES.) 


G. S. NICHOLAS & CO. 


Sole Agents, New York 
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Not the best American Champagne 
But the Best Ghampagne 
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THE BLAZED TRAIL 


What Did the Colonel Say? 


DETACHMENT of soldiers was engaged in clearing a certain dis- 
trict in the Orange River Colony of supplies, and during the opera- 
tions Colonel Shovealong’s staff-officer came up to a Boer farmer sitting at 
the door of his cottage, with a large stack of oat straw in the background. 
“T have orders either to buy or destroy all forage and food in this 
district,” said the officer. ‘‘I, therefore, give you notice that I am about to 
set fire to that pile of oat straw.” 

“Bod I tell you” began the stolid Boer, as he removed his pipe from 
his mouth. 

“Oh, you may as well know straight off,’ interrupted the officer, “that 
resistance and objection are alike futile.” 

‘Bod vould you blease”’ once more began the farmer. 

“T can listen to no excuses; I have neither time nor inclination,’ 
impatient rejoinder of the officer, as he hurried away. 

“Vell, my dear,” said the Boer to his wife, as the stack of straw burst 
into flame and the officer went on his way rejoicing, ‘dose Khakis are 
strange peoples. I vanted to dell him dat dis vas de oat straw I haff sold 
to de colonel half an hour ago.” 

Thus saying, he meditatively jingled the British sovereigns in his 
pocket.—Tit-Bits. 


? was the 


“fT ITTLE boy,” said the judge, ‘do you understand the nature of an 
oath?” + 
‘Makin’ a swear?” 
oh 
“T know all about it, judge,” answered the youthful witness. “I sell 
papers right in front 0’ de gas company’s office.” —Chicago Tribune. 


N GREENLAND the missionaries had to describe heaven as a hot place, 

to make it attractive to the Eskimo; but when a West African had ice 

described to him, he thought that the missionary was lying, or that it was 
to be seen only in heaven. New York Tribune. 


“ A RE you certain you can cook well?” 

“Madam, I worked two years for the great tenor Alberti. At the 
last dinner he gave I was applauded after each course, and at the end of the 
dinner I was recalled three times.” —Translated for Tales from Fliegende 
Blaetter. 


™ E HAVE our troubles like our brethren on secular papers,” said the 
manager of a religious publication the other day. “Just read this.” 
He showed a letter from a subscriber, asking- whether the reverend editor 
of the paper believed in immersion as well as in other forms of baptism. Ii 
he did not, she wanted her paper dropped at once. 
‘Well, what did you tell her?” 
A worldly smile lit up the wan features of the manager, as he said: 
“T told her that Dr. Blank had been a zealous advocate of immersio? 
from his youth up. We do not allow theological hair-splitting to reduce ov! 
subscription list.” —Argonaut. 
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HE C.G.V. CAR 
Europe and America, that it has become a hall-mark of prestige and social standing. 
At the | | Oy neatgr is nothing to compare with the C.G.V. in finish and style. It is the cheapest car you can 


is so associated with the great names in the social and financial worlds of 


d of the 


buy; it does not begin to deteriorate the first month of its use but remains for years a permanent 
liegenae 


value of its full purchase price. 
O MATTER what car you may buy, you will be enabled to get a greater value out of it by knowing about the 
C. G. V. Write for our superbly illustrated Catalogue H; it will instruct you so thoroughly in the essentials of 
a good car that when you do go out to select one, no matter what make—or price—you will know the points 
of construction which make for power, durability, ease of control and elegance. Write to-day—now. 
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Cc. GV. IMPORT COMPANY 
SOLE IMPORTERS 


FOR UNITED STATES AND 244 W. 69TH ST., NEW YORK CITY a 
CANADA 45 Ave. de la Grand Armée, Paris 
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| +f*° Roses surpassing the conservatory 
"", /° exotics of the East are now blooming 


: , ~ outdoors in sunny 
\ ‘California 


. 





The Tournament of Roses at Pasadena 
each New Year’s Day is worth crossing a continent 
to see. Many unique floral features. An elaborate 

. social function, participated in by the guests of Pasa- 
. dena’s luxurious resort hotels. 

Golf and kindred sports may be enjoyed all winter 
long in California. 








‘The Santa Fe offers four daily trains from Chicago and Kansas 
City for Los Angeles, San Diego and San Francisco—including 
the luxurious 


- California Limited 


the only train to Southern California, via any line, exclusively 
for first-class travel. “The meal service is under the direc- 
tion of Fred Harvey. 


The modern “‘Santa Fe Trail’”’ is dustless, smooth to ride 
on, and safeguarded by block signals. En route you may 
visit the Grand Canyon of Arizona. 


a hpetonen, P 


FX Fe yf Write for rates and our travel book, ‘‘To California Over the Santa 
Bh a ~=<* Fe Trail.’’ Address Passenger Department, A. T. & S. F. Ry. System, 
ke. 1117 Railway Exchange, Chicago, or Santa Fe agent at 


Boston, . . . 332 Washington St. Detroit . . . . 151 Griswold St. Minneapolis, .. Guaranty Bldg: 
Montreal, e « « s98S¢.James St. Cleveland, . 318 Williamson Bldg. Des Moines,. . . Equitable bldg- 


“ Philadelphia, . . 71x ChestnutSt. Cincinnati,. . 209 Traction Bldg. Kansas City, . . . 905 Main St 
’ ee Dol Pittsburg, . . . 405 Park Bldg. St. Louis, . . 2c9 N. Seventh St. Denver, . . + « « gor 17th St. 
A Galveston, Gen. Pass. Office, G. C. &S. F. Ry. 


) New York, . . . 377 Broadway. Buffalo, . . 220 Ellicott Sq. Bldg. Atlanta, . . . . 16 N. PryorSt- 
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A Snowy Standard’ Lavatory 


of Porcelain Enamel completes the comfort of your bedroom, 
and by eliminating the unsightly washstand adds a finished 
note of charm to its intimate beauty. It is pure white and 
sanitary—an aid to cleanliness—a preserver of health, and a 


source of unlimited satisfaction to the possessor. 


Our Book, ‘‘ MODERN BATHROOMS,” shows many beautiful Lavatory designs suitable 
for bedrooms with prices in detail. It also tells you how to plan, buy and arrange your bath- 
room, and illustrates many beautiful and inexpensive as well as luxurious rooms, showing the 
cost of each fixture in detail, together with many hints on decoration, tiling, etc. It is the most 
complete and beautiful booklet ever issued on the subject, and contains 100 pages. FREE for 
six cents postage, and the name of your plumber and architect (if selected). 


The ABOVE ‘‘Copley’’ Lavatory, Plate P 503-B can be purchased from any plumber at 
a cost approximating $34.00—not counting freight, labor or piping. 

CAUTION: Every piece of “Standard” Ware bears our “Standard” **Green and Gold’’ 
guarantee label, and has our trade-mark “Standavd” cast on the outside. Unless the label and trade- 
mark are on the fixture it is not “Standard” Ware. Refuse substitutes—they are all inferior and will 
cost you more in the end. The word “Standard” is stamped on all our nickeled brass fittings; specify 
them and see that you get the genuine trimmings with your bath and lavatory, etc. 


Address Standard Sanitary Ti)fg. Co., Dept. 34,Pittsburgh, U.S.A. 


Office and Showrooms in New York: “Standard” Building, 35-37 West 31st Street. 
London, England, 22 Holborn Viaduct, E.C. New Orleans: Cor. Baronne & St. Joseph Strs. 
Pittsburgh Showroom: 949 Penn Avenue. 
Louisville: 325-329 West Main Street. Cleveland: 208-210 Huron Street. 

















LAN RR ee See uren oS See: 


Peedi teteeay data. cee ee 


‘Sienna tied 


o Madgect 
: gs et 
BR ge ie ry Fe 
Be VB Aah F 
“ Poot eft! ie 
. r ae 4 gt f 
PME ary 
a Ch et | ae 
aes Pe 


Hiaggoone Petros @a0et ” 


= 





And then again, when snow and ice hold all out-doors— 
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Turn the lens into the home and picture, for the days to come, its hearthstone harmonies. 
The album of baby and the pictures made by the little folks will be held more precious every year. 
And picture making is easy now—the Kodak has made it so. No dark-room, few chemicals, 
no fuss. It’s photography with the bother left out. 


Catalogue, free at the dealers or by mail. EASTMAN KODAK CO. 


Read it before Christmas. Rochester, N. , The Kodak Cit) 
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